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To the Right Honourable | 


CHARLES Lord HALLIFAX. 


K 


Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, | 
= Magna Virim! tibi res Antique laudis & Artis 

 Aggredior, Santos auſus recludere fontes. 

Virg. Geo. 2. 


Hile you, ay Lora, the rural Shades admire, 
And from Britannia's n Poſts retire; 


A 3 


2 The FIFTH PART 


Me into Foreign Realms my Fate conveys, 
Through Nations fruitful of Immortal Lays, 
Where the ſoft Seaſon and inviting Clime 
Conſpire to trouble your Repoſe with Rhime. 


For whereſoe're I turn my raviſht Eycs, 
Gay gilded Scenes and ſhining Proſpe&ts riſe, 
Poetick Fields encompaſs me around, 

f And ſtill I ſeem to tread on Claſſic Ground; 
| ? For here the Muſe fo oft her Harp has ftrung, 3 


# F "A . 


That not a Mountain rears its Head unſung, 
Renown'd i in Verſe each ſhady Thicket grows, 7 


And ev'ry Stream in Heav'nly N umbers flows, * 


I How am I p- eas d to ſearch the Hills and Woods Y 
For riſing Springs and celebrated Floods! © * Ml 


\ To view the Nar, tumultuous i in his Courſe, 


| And trace the ſmooth Clitummus to his Sourſe, 


r 
FR 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 


| T o ſee the Mincio draw his watry Store 

Y Through the long windings of a fruitful Shore, 
And hoary Albula's infected Tide 

| Ore the warm Bed of ſmoaking urbar glide. 


Fir'd with a thouſand Raptures I ſurvey | 


| Eridanu through flow'ry Meadows ſtray, 


| The King of Floods! that rolling o're the Plains 
| The Tow” ring A/ps of half their moiſture drains, _ 
| And proudly ſwoln with a whole Winters Snows, 


| Diſtribures Wealth and * where he flows. 


Sometimes miſguided by the tuneful Throng, 


4 1 look for Streams immortaliz'd in S8 ong, 
7 9 That loſt in Silence and Oblivion lye, 


0 Dumb are their Fountains and their Channels dy). 


: J Let run for ever by the Muſes skill, 


And i in the ſmooth D. murmur till. 1 
A 4 Some - 


. FIFTH PART! | 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 
And the fam'd River's empty Shores admire, 
That deſtitute of ſtrength derives its Courſe 
From thrifty Urns and an unfruitful Sourſe; 
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Yet ſung ſo often in Poetick Lays, 1 
With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys. 


So high the deathleſs Muſe exalts her Theme! 

Such was the Boin, a poor inglorious Stream, 

That in Hibernian Vales obſcurely ftray'd, 

And unobſerv'd in wild Meanders play' d; 

Till by 7our Lines and Naſſau's Sword renown'd, 

Its riſing Billows through the World reſound, 
Where: ere the Heroe's Godlike Acts can pierce, 
Or where the Fame of an Immortal Verſe. 


on con d the Muſe my raviſhe Breaſt inſpire 
Wich Warmth like yours, £7 raiſe an equal Fire, 
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of MISCELLANT POEMS. 
Unnamed Beauties in my Verſe ſhou'd thine, 
© And — Italy ſhou'd * to mine! 


See "wo the Golden Groves around me ſmile, 
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That ſhun the Coaſt of Brittain's ſtormy Ile; 
: Or when tranſplanted and preſery'd with Care, 
4 7 Curſe the Cold Clime, and ſtarve in N orthen Air. 


3 1. ere kindly Warmth their mounting Juice ferments 


A 10 nobler Taſtes, and more exalted Scents. 
| 1 Ev'n the rough Rocks with tender Myrtle bloom, 
And trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfume. 


Zear me : ſome God to Baja's gentle Seats, | 


4 ; 


4 Or cover me in Umbria's Green Retreats. 

1 There Weſtern Gales eternally reſide, 

And all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride, 

"= Blooms, and Fruits, * Flowers together riſe, 
1 Hand the whole Year in gay confuſion lies. 


Immortal 
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s The FIFTH PART 
Immortal Glories in my Mind revive, 
And in my Soul a thouſand Paſſions ſtrive, | 


When Rome's exalted Beauties I deſcry 
Magnificent in Piles of ruin lye: 
An Amphitheater's amazing height 
Here fills my Eye with Terror and Delight, 
That on its publick Shows unpeopled Rome, | 
And held uncrowded Nations in its Womb. 
Here Pillars rough with Sculpture pierce the Skies, 
And here the proud Triumphal Arches riſe, | 
Where the old Romans deathleſs Acts diſplay d, 
Their baſe degenerate Progeny upbraid. 
Whole Rivers here forſake the F ields below, 4 
And . at their height through airy W 
- OW. 


* £74 


Still to new Scenes my wandring Mule retires, 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing Rocks admires; 


. 
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= had the ſmooth CHiſſel all its Force has ſhown, 
1 and ſoften d into Fleſh the rugged Stone. 
3 in ſolemn Silence, a Majeſtick Band, 


; : Y Leroes, and Gods, and Roman Conſuls ſtand. 


. 


1 
Stern Tyrants, whom their Cruelties renown, 


N 00 Emperors in Parian Marble frown. - 

while the bright Dames, to whom they humbly ſu'd, 
3 Seil ſhow the Charms that their proud Hearts ſub- 
I 3 (du d. 
| | Fam . 1 Raphaels Godlike Art rehcarſe, 
3 And ſhow th' Immortal Labours i in my Verſe. 

F here from the mingled ſtrength of Shade and Light 


A new Creation riſes to my Sight. 


* 


eh 1 Puch Heav'nly Fi igures from his Pencil flow, a 
W. | |” 
So warm with Life his blended Colours glow. 


„ q rom Theme to 'Theme with ſecret Pleaſure toſt, 
5 | Jamidt the ſoft Variety I'm loſt : 
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Here 1 Airs my raviſnt Soul confound 


Her blooming Mountains and her ſunny Shores, 


With circling Notes and Labyrinths of Sound; 
Here Domes and Temples riſe in diſtant Views, 


And opening Palaces invite my Muſe. 


So has kind Heay'n adorn'd the happy Land, | 
And ſcatter'd Bleſſings with a waſtful Hand ! 


But what ayail her unexhauſted Stores, 


With all the Gifts that Heav'n and Earth impart, 
The Smiles of Nature, and the Charms of Art, q 
While proud Oppreſſion in her Vallies reigns, 
And Tyranny uſurps her happy Plains? 

The poor Inhabitant beholds in vain 

The red ning Orange and the felling Grain: = 
Joyleſs he ſees the growing Oils and Wines, 
And in the Myrtles fragrant Shade repines: 


2 
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of MISCELLANY POEMS. »y 
9 Y Scarves in the midſt of Nature's Bounty curſt, 
And in the loaden Vine-yard dies for Thirſt. 


Oh Liberty, thou Goddeſs Heav'nly bright, 
rrofuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with Delight, 

1d, #. Eternal Pleaſures in thy Preſence reign, 

3 And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton Train! 

| F Eas d of her load Subjection grows more light, 

| 4 And Poverty looks cheerful in thy ſight; 

Thou mak' ſt the gloomy Face of Nature gay, 
**Giv'ſt Beauty to the Sun, and Pleaſure to the Day. 


| Thee, Goddeſs, Thee, Britannia's Ile adores, 
* has ſhe oft exhauſted all her Stores, 


3 On F orcign Mounts may the Sun refine 
1 The Grapes ſoft Juice, and mellow it to Wine, 
With 


10 We FIFTH PART 
With Citron Groves adorn a diſtant Soil, 
And the fat Olive ſwell with floods of Oil : 


We envy not the warmer Clime that lies 


In ten Degrees of more indulgent Skies, 
Nor at the Courſeneſs of our Heav'n repine, | 
Tho? o're our Heads the frozen Plezads ſhine : | 


Tis Liberty that Crowns Britannia's Tile, 


83 
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And makes her barren Rocks and her bleak Moun- 


(tains ſmule. | 
Others with Towring Piles may pleaſe the ſight, N 
And in tlieir proud aſpiring Domes delight; 
A nicer Touch to the ſtretcht Canvas give, 
Or teach their animated Rocks to live: 9 
Tis Britain's Care to watch o're Europe's Fate, 1 
And hold in Balance each contending State. ; 
To threaten bold preſumptuous Kings with War, ; 
And anſwer her afflicted N eighbour's Pray'r. 
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b I The Dane and Swede rouz'd up by fierce Alarms, 
Bleſs the Wiſe Conduct of her Pious Arms. | 
0 Soon as her Fleets appear their Terrors ceaſe, 
i And all the N orthern World lyes huſh'd in Peace. 


pA 1 
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IT b' ambitious Galli beholds with ſecret dread 
Her Thunder aim'd at his aſpiring Head, 
And fain her Godlike Sons wou'd diſunite 

b 3 By Forreign Gold, or by Domeſtick Spite, 


But ſtrives in vain to Conquer or Divide, 

; 4 hom Naſſ au's Arms defend and Councils guide. 
3 Fir'd with the Name, which I ſo oft haye found 
1 The diſtant Climes and different Tongues reſound; 
4 bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with Pain, 

That longs to launch into a bolder Strein. 
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1 The FIFTH PART 
But Pye already trou bled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more adyent'rous Song. 
My humble Verſe demands a ſofter Theme, 
A painted Meadow or a purling Stream, 
Unfit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays, 
And Lines like Virgil's, or like yours ſhou'd praiſe. 
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Rom Romulus che Riſe of Plays began, 


To his new Subjects a commodious Man; 


ho, his unmarried Soldiers to ſupply, _ 

F ook care the Common-wealth ſhould ! 

f FF roviding Sabine Women for his Braves, 

+ Like a true King, to get a Race of Slaves. 

B | is Play-Houſe, not of Parian Marble made, 
Nor was it ſpread with Purple Sails for Shade. 
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14 we FIFTH PART 


On Rows of homely Turf they ſate to ſee, 


— 


The Stage with Ruſhes, or with Leaves they ſtrow'd: 
No Scenes i in Proſpect, no Machining God. 


Crown'd with the Wreaths of ev'ry common Tree. | 
There, while they fit 1n ruſtick Majeſty, 


| Each Lover had his Miſtriſs in his Eye 


And whom he ſaw moſt ſuiting to his Mind, # 
For Joys of Matrimonial Rape deſign'd. \ 
Scarce cou'd they wait the Plaudit in their haſt; *; 


But e're the Dances and the Song were paſt, — 
| The Monarch gave the Signal from his Throne; „ 
| And riſing, bad his merty Men 


The Martial Crew, like Soldiers ready preſt, = 
Juſt at the Word (the Word too was the Beſt) 


With joyful Cries each other animate, 


Some chooſe, and ſome at Hazzard ſeize their Mate. 


As Doves from Eagles, or from Wolves the Lambs, 


So from their lawleſs Lovers fly the Dames. 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 1 
Their Fear was one, but not one Face of Fear; 


J some rend the lovely Treſſes of their Hair: 
3 Some ſhriek, and ſome are ftruck with dumbDeſpair.* 
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be. Fer abſent Mother one invokes in vain; 


. Y One ſtands amaz'd, not daring to complain; 


i 2 The nimbler truſt their F cet, the flow remain. 
# But nought availing, all are C aptives led, 

i 2 Trembling and bluſhing, to the Genial Bed. 
3 She who too long reſiſted, or d . ' 
3 The luſty Lover made by Fe orce a B ride 4 c Side 1 
And with ſuperior Strength, compell'd her to his- 


E | Then ſooth*d her n 2— 3 Soul's far better Part, 
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Was ona Joyleſs and a Gloomy Morn, e 
Wet was the Graſs, and hung with Pearls the 

hen Damon, who deſign'd to paſs the Day 

ith Hounds and Horns, and chaſe the flying Prey, 


Roſe 
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| | Roſe early from his Bed; but ſoon he found 
L The Welkin pitch'd with fullen Clouds around, 


An Eaſtern Wind, and Dew upon the Ground. 
3 Thus while he ſtood, and ſighing did ſurvey 
F The Fields, and curs'd th' ill Omens of the Day, 


| N : He ſaw Menalcas come with heavy pace; 

4 Wet were his Eyes, and chearleſs was his Face: 
Ile wrung his Hands, diſtracted with his Care, 
And ſent his Voice before him from afar. 

| Return, he cry d, return unhappy Swain, 

4 1 * ſpungy Clouds are fill'd with gath'ring Rain; 
N The Promiſe of the Day not only croſs'd, 

Bou ev'n the Spring, the Spring it ſelf is loſt. 


4 6 Oh! he cou'd not ſpeak the reſt, 


A Nor needed, for preſaging Damon guels'd. 


| 0 
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he | : Equal with Heav'n young Damon loy'd the Boy Y 1 
7 The boaſt of N arure, both his Farents Joy. | 


His Infancy was ripe: a Soul ſublime 


His graceful Form revolving in his Mind; 


So great a Genius, and a Soul ſo kind, 


Gave ſad aſſurance that his Fears were true; 
Too well the Envy of the Gods he knew : * 
For when their Gifts too laviſhly are plac'd, 
Soon they repent, and will not make them laſt. 
For, ſure, it was too bountiful a Dole, 
The Mother's Features, and the Father's Soul. | 
Then thus he cry d, The Morn beſpoke the News, 
The Morning did her chearful Light diffuſe; 
But ſec how ſuddenly ſhe chang d her Face, EY 4 
And brought on Clouds and Rains, the Day's diſ- 
Juſt | ſuch, Amyntas, was thy promis'd Race! 7 
What Charms adorn'd thy Youth where N ature «| 


(1 lil d, i 
And more than Man was giv'n us in a Child. 1 


In Tears fo tender that prevented time: 


33 
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J Heay'n gave him all at once; then ſnatch'd away, 
Ere Mortals all his Beauties cou'd ſurvey. 

1 ca 

b jus like the Flow'r that buds and withers in a» 

3 '. ME NALECAS 

The Mother Lovely, tho' with Grief oppreſt, 

Reclin'd his dying Head upon her Breaſt. 


The mournful Family ſtood all around; 


2 
3 
F 
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One Groan was heard, one Univerſal Sound: 
2 ö All were in Floods of Tears and endleſs Sorrow 
: 1 ; Lurz 


20 The FIFFH PART 


Vet with becoming Grief he bore his part, 
Reſign'd his Son, but not reſign'd his Heart. 
Patient as Job; and may he live to ſee, 
Like him, a new increaſing Family : 
DAMON | 
Such is my Wiſh, and ſuch my Propheſie. 
For yet, my Friend, the Beauteous Mpld remains, 
Long may ſhe exerciſe her fruitful Pains: 
Bur, ah! with better hap, and bring a Race 
More laſting, and endu'd with equal Grace: 
Equal ſhe may, but farther none can go; 
| For he was all that was exact below. | 4 
MENALCAS. 
Damon, behold, yon breaking Purple Cloud; 
| ber thou not Hymns and Songs Divinely loud? 
N 1 : There mounts Amyntas; the young Cherubs play 1 
1 About their GodlikeMatc,and Sing him on his way. | 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 27 
Ile cleaves the liquid Air, behold he Flies, 
I . And every Moment gains upon the Skies; 


J he new come Gueſt admires th? Ætherial State, 


| 1 he Saphyr Portal, and the Golden Gate 
is 15 


FE 


And now admitted in the ſhining Throng, 
1 ſhows the Paſsport which he brought along; 


is Paſsport 1s his Innocence and Grace, 


1 
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ell known to all the Natives of the Place. 


2 ow Sing yee joyful Angels, and admire Q 
. , uir E: 
| 1 our Brother's Voice that comes to mend your 
bine you, while endleſs Tears our Eyes beſtow; 


For like Ampntas none is left below, 


ky 
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From ey'ry Second Verſe a Foot purloin'd. 


Who gave Thee, Boy, this Arbitrary ſway, 


 Shou'd in Miner va's Arms to Battel move; 


Her Torch, and o're the dying Lover ſhake. 
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Engliſh'd by Mr. D N T DE N. 


* 


2 — 9—— 


- 


Or mighty Wars I thought to Tune my Lute, 


And make my Meaſures to my Subject ſute. 
Six Feet for ev'ry Verſe the Muſe deſign'd, = i 
But Cupid, Laughing, when he ſaw my Mind 


On Subjects not thy own, Commands to lay, 
Who Phæbus only and his Laws obey? 
*Tis more abſur' d, than if the Queen of Love 


Or Manly Pallas from that Queen ſhou'd take 


In 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 1 23 
In Fields as well may Cynthia ſow the Corn, 
Or Ceres wind in Woods the Bugle Horn. 
As well may Phebus quit the trembling String, 


For Sword and Shield; and Mars may learn to Sing. 


LAlready thy Dominions are too large; 

Be not ambitious of a Foreign Charge. 

If thou wilt Reign o're all, and ev'ry where, 

The God of Muſick for his Harp may fear. 

Thus when with ſoaring Wings I ſeck Renown, 


Thou pluck*ſt my Pinnions, and I flutter down. 


cCou'd Hon ſuch mean Thoughts my Muſe employ, © 
| I want a Miſtreſs, or a blooming Boy. 
Thus I complain'd; his Bow the Stripling bent, 
And choſe an Arrow fit for his Intent. 

The Shaft his purpoſe fatally purſues; 

Now Poet there's a Subject for thy Muſe. 

He ſaid, (too well, alas, he knows his Trade,) 5 
For in my Breaſt a Mortal Wound he made. 


Far 
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24 
Far hence ye proud Hexameters remove, 


My Verſe is pac'd, and travell'd into Love. 


While i in unequal Verſe I Sing my Woes. 


( cloſe, 
With Myrtle Wreaths my thoughtful Brows in- 


Book I. ELE CG Y IV. 


O IDS AMOUR 


1 


Engliſh'd by Mr. D N T ODE N. 


to behave her ſelf in his Company. 


And am poor I, a Gueſt invited there, 


Only to ſee, while he may touch the Fair? 


To his Miſtreſs, whoſe Husband is invited to a 
Feaſt with them. The Poet inſtructs her how 


Our Husband will be withusatthe Treat; 
May that be the laſt Supper he ſhall Eat. 


To 


C 
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Jo ſee you Kiſs and Hug your nauſeous Lord, 
| While his leud Hand deſcends below the Board? | 
Now wonder not that Hinpodamia's Charms, : 
At ſuch a ſight, the Centaurs urg'd to Arms: 
That in a rage, they threw their Cups aſide, : 
Aſſail'd the Bridegroom, and wou'd force theBride. 
I am not half a Horſe, (J wiſh I were:) 
Yet hardly can from you my H ands forbear. 
Take, then, my Counſel; which, obſerv'd, may be 
Of ſome Importance both to you and me. V 
Be ſure to come before your Man be there, 
There's nothing can be done, but come howe're. 
Sit next him, (that belongs to Decency ; ) 
But tread upon my F oot in paſling by. 
Read in my Looks what ſilently they. ſpeak, 
And ſlily, with your Eyes, your Anſwer make. 
My lifted Eye-brow ſhall declare my Pain, 
My Right-Hand to his fellow ſhall complain. 
| And 
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And on the Back a Letter ſhall deſign; 


Beſides a Note that ſhall be Writ in Wine. 
When e re you think upon our laſt Embrace, 


With your Fore- finger gently touch your Face. 
If any Word of mine offend my Dear, 

Pull, with your Hand, the Velvet of your Ear. 
If you are pleas'd with what I do or ſay, 
Handle your Rings, or with your Fingers play. 
As Suppliants uſe at Alan hold the Boord 
When e're you wiſh the Devil may take your Lord. 
When he fills for you, never touch the Cup; 3 
But bid th officious Cuckold drink it up. 

| The Waiter on thoſe Services employ 


| Drink you,and I will ſnatch it from the Boy: - EEG 
Watching the part where your ſweet Mouth has 

? And. theace, with eager Lips, will ſuck it in. ry 
| > If he, with Clowniſh Manners thinks it fir 

Io taſte, and offers you the naſty Bit, 


Reject 


Nor, with your Hand, provoke my Foe to riſe. 
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Reject his greazy Kindneſs, and reſtore. / 
Th' unſfay'ry Morſel he had chew?d before. 
N or let his Arms embrace your N eck, nor reſt. 

© Your tender Check upon his hairy Breſt. - 
Let not his Hand within your Boſom ſtray, 
And rudely with your pretty Bubbies play. 
But, above all, let him no Kiſs receive; 
That's an Offence I never can forgive. 

[Do not, O do not that ſweet Mouth reſign, 
Leſt I riſe up in Arms; and cry *Tis mine. 
I ſhall thruſt in betwixt, and void of Fear 
The manifeſt Adult*rer will appear. 
| Theſe things are plain to tight, but more I doubt 
What you conceal beneath your Petticoat. 
Take not his Leg between your tender Thighs, 


How many Love-Inventions I deplore, 
Which I, my ſelf, have pradtis'd all before? | 
- How 
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How oft have I been fore d the Robe to lift "i 
In Company; to make a homely ſhift 

For a bare Bout, ill huddled o're in haſt, 

While o're my Side the Fair her Mantle caſt. 

You to your Husband ſhall not be ſo kind; 

But, leſt you ſhou'd, your Mantle leave behind. 


Encourage him to Tope, but Kiſs him not, 
| Nor mix one drop of Water in his Pot. | 
Ene be Fuddled well, and Snores apace, 
Then we may take Advice from Time and Place. 
When all depart, while Complements are loud, 
1 Be ſure to mix among the thickeſt Crowd: 1 25 
There I will be, and there we cannot miſs, 
| Perhaps to Grubble, or at leaſt to Kiſs” _ 

Alas, what length of Labour I emptoy, 
| Juſt to ſecure a ſhort and tranſient Joy! [1 
For N ight muſt part us; and when Night is come, 
Tuck d underneath his Arms he leads you Home. 

He 
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He locks you in, I follow to the Door, 
His F ortune enyy, and my own deplore. 


He kiſſes you; he more than kiſſes too; 


1 1 outrageous Cuckold thinks it all his due. 


But, add not to his Joy, by your Conſent; 
And let it not be giv'n, but only lent: 
Return no Kiſs, nor move in any ſort; 
Make it a dull, and a malignant Sport. 

Had I my With, he ſhou'd no Pleaſure take, 
But ſlubber o're your Buſineſs for my ſake. 


Coakes me to morrow, by foreſwearing all. 


And what e're Fortune ſliall this Night befal- 


29 


H E who cou'd view the Book of Deſtiny, 
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ON THE 


DEATH 


Very Voung nn 


By Mr. DR T DEN. 


And read whatever there was writ of thee, 
0 Charming Touth, in the firſt op' ning Page, 
80 many Graces in ſo green an Age, 
Such Wit, ſuch Modeſty, ſuch Rrength of Mind, 
A Soul at once ſo manly, and ſo kind: | 
Wou'd wonder, when he turn'd the Volume o're, 
And after ſome few Leaves ſhou'd find no more. 

N Nought 
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Nought but a blank remain, a dead void fpace, 


A ſtep of Life that promis'd ſuch a Race 5 


31 


| We muſt not, dare not think that Heav'n began 


A child, and cou'd not finiſh him a Man: 


Reflecting what a mighty Store was laid 
| Of rich Materials, and a Model made: 
The Coſt already furniſh'd; ſo beſtow'd, 


As more was never to one Soul allow'd; 


Yet after this profuſion ſpent in vain, 
Nothing but mould'ring Aſhes to remain. 

I gueſs not, left I ſplit upon the Shelf, 

Yer durſt I gueſs Heay'n kept it for himſelf; 
And giving us the uſe did ſoon recal, 


E're we cou? d ſpare the mighty Principal. 


Thus then he diſappear'd; was rarify'd, 
For tis improper Speech to ſay he dy'd: 


C 2 


He 
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He was exhal'd: His great Creator drew 


His Spirit, as the Sun the Morning Dew. 


Tis Sin produces Death; and he had none 


But the Taint Adam left on ev'ry Son. 
Hie added not, he was ſo pure, fo good, 

T was but th' Original forfeit of his Blood: 
And that ſo little, that the River ran 
More clear than the corrupted Fount began. 
Nothing remair'd of the firſt muddy Clay, 


The length of Courſe had waſh'd it in the way. 


So dcep, and yet ſo clear, we might behold 


| The Gravel bottom, and that bottom Gold. 


As {ſuch we loy'd, admir'd, almoſt ador'd, 
Gave all the Tribute Mortals cou'd afford. 
Perhaps we gave ſo much, the Pow'rs above 


Grew angry at our ſuperſtitious Love: 


For 
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For when we more than Human Homage pay, 


| The charming Cauſe is juſtly ſnatch'd away. 


Thus was the Crime not his, but ours alone, - 
And yet we murmur that he went ſo ſoon; 8 


0 Though Miracles are ſhort and rarely ſhown. 


Hear then, yee mournful Parents, and divide 


That Love in many which in one was ty'd. 
| That individual Bleſſing is no more, 
But multiply'd in your remaining Store. 
The Flame's diſpers'd, but does not all expire, 
| The Sparkles blaze, though not the Globe of Fire 
Love him by Parts, in all your num'rous Race, 
And from thoſe Parts form one collected Grace; 
| Then, when you have refin'd to that degree, 


Imagine all in one, and think that one is He. 


8 THE 


T HE 


M ET G 


O F 


| BACCH US with ARLAD NE. 


Out of O NN 


— 


"Ow Bacchus calls me to his jolly Rites: 


Who wou'd not follo W, , when a God invites? ? 
He helps the Poet, and his Pen infpires; 
Kind and indulgent to his former Fires. 

Fair Ariadne wander'd on the Shore 

| | Forſaken now; and 7. heſeus Loves no more: 

| Looſe was her Gown, deſhevelPd was her Hair; 

| 1 Her Boſom naked, and her Feet were bare: 

| Exclaiming, in the Water's brink ſhe ſtood; 

Her briny Tears augment the briny Flood. 

She 
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She ſhreik d, and wept, and both became her Face: 
No poſture cou'd that Heav'nly form diſgrace. 

She beat her Breaſt : The Traytor's gone, faid = 
What ſhall become of poor forſaken me? 
What ſhall become ---ſhe had not time for more, 
The ſounding Cymbals ratled on the Shore. 
She ſwoons for fear, ſhe falls upon the Ground; 
No vital heat was in her Body found. 
The Mimallonian Dames about her ſtood ; 
And ſcudding Satyrs ran before their God. 
S:lenus on his Afs did next appear; 
And held upon the Mane (the God was clear) 
The drunken Syre purſues; the Dames retire; 


Sometimes the drunken Dames purſue the drunken 7 l 


At laſt he topples over on the Plain; 

The Saryrs laugh, and bid him riſe again. 

And now the God of Wine came driving ON, 

High on his Chariot by ſwift Tygers drawn. [ 
O 4. Her 


(Syre. | 
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| Her Colour, Voice and Senſe forſook the fair * 
Thrice did her trembling Feet for F light d 

And chrice affrightcd did her Flight forbear. 
She ſhook, like leaves of Corn when Tempeſts blow; 
Or ſlender Reeds that in the Marſhes grow. 
To whom the God --- compole thy fearful Mind; 


In me a truer Husband thou ſhalt find. 


Leſt the grim Tygers ſhou'd the Nymph affright, 


With Heav'n I will endow thee; and thy Star 
Shall with propitious Light be ſeen afar : 


And guide on Seas the doubtful Mariner. 
He faid; and from his Charior leaping light, 


| His brawny Arms around her Waſt he threw; 
; > (For Gods, what c're they will, with caſe can do: * 
And ſwiftly bore her thence; th attending Throng 
hour at the Sight, and ſing the Nuprial Song, 
| | x N "2 in full Bowls her Sorrow ſhe may ſteep: 

© The Bridegroom's Liquor lays the Bride allcep, 
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To my Honour'd Friend 
Dr. C HFH AR E N, 


On his Learned 5 Uſeful 


w O KN. 8; 


But more particularly his TREATISE of 


|S T ON EW N G 


By him reſtor d to the true Founders. | 


„ 
* 


By Me. B N T DEN 


/ 


He longeſt Tyranny that ever {way'd, 


Was that wherein our Anceſtors betray*d 


Their free- born Reaſon to the Stagirite, 


. 


| And made his Torch their univerſal Light. 8 
So Truth, while only one ſupply'd the State, 
| Grew ſcarce, and dear, and yet ſophiſticare. 2 
Lill it was bought, like Emp'rick Wares, or Charms, 
Hard Words ſeal'd up with Ariſtotl''s Arms. 
| Columbus 
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Columbus was the firſt that ſhook his Throne; 
And found a Temp'rate in a Torrid Zone: 

The fey'riſh Air fann'd by a cooling Breeze, 
The fruitful Vales ſet round with ſhady Trees; 

= And guiltleſs Men, who danc'd away their time, 
Freſh as their Groves, and Happy as their Clime. 
Had we ſtill paid that Homage to a Abe, 
Which only God and Nature juſtly claim; 

The Weſtern Seas had been our utmoſt bound, 
Where Poets ſtill might dream the &. un was drown'd: 
And all the Stars that ſhine in Southern Skies, 
Had been admir'd by none but Ja/vage Eyes. 


Among th' A/?rtors of free Reaſon's claim, 
Our Nation's not the leaſt in Worth or Fame. 
{ The World to Bacon does not only owe 


4 | Its preſent Knowledge, but its future too. 


5 Cilbert 
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Gilbert ſhall live, till Load.ſtones ceaſe to draw, ; 
Or Britiſh Fleets the boundleſs Ocean awe. 

And noble Boyle, not leſs in Nature ſeen, 

: Than his great Brother read in States and Men. 

& TheCirc/ngſtreams,once thought but pools,of Blood 
(Whether Life's Fewel, or the Body's Food) 

| From dark Oblivion Harvey's Name ſhall ſave; 
While Ent keeps all the Honour that he gave. 


Nor are Jou, Learned Friend, the leaſt renown'd; 


EE WhoſeF ame,notcircumſcrib'd withEng/;pGround, 


Flies like the nimble Journies of the Light; 

And 1s, Jike that, unſpent too in its Flight. 

| Whatever Truths have been, by Arr, or Chance, 
Redeem'd from Error, or from Ignorance, 

Thin in their Authors, (like rich Veins of Ore) 
Your Works unite, ad ſtill diſcover more. 
Such is the healing Virtue of Your Pen, 

To perfect Cures on Boobs, as well as Men. 

Nor 
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Nor is this Work the leaſt: You well may give 


| To Mey new vigour, who make Stones to live. 
Through You, the Danes (their ſhort Dominion loſt) 8 


A longer Conqueſt than the Saxons boaſt. 6 und! 

oun 
STONE-HENG,oncethoughta Temple, You have 
(Crown'd, | 


A Throne, where Kings, our Earthly Gods, were a 


Where by their wandring Subjects they were ſeen, ; 
Joy'd with their Stature, and their Princely Meen. 
Our Soveraign here above the reſt might ſtand; 
And here be choſe again to rule the Land. 

Theſe Ruins ſhelter*d once Hus Sacred Head, 
When He from Wor'/ters fatal Battle fled; 
Watch'd by the Genius of this Royal Place, 

And mighty Viſions of the Daniſh Race. 
His Refuge then was for a Temple ſhown: 


But, He reſtor' d, tis now become a Throne. 


— 


Spoken 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 4s 


Spoken to His 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE 
[DUKE of T O R K. 
AT THE 


Theatre in Edinburgh 


Written by the Right Honourable the 
EARL of R OSC O MN O N. 


— — 


F. and Vice are eaſie to deſcribe, | 
The common Subjects of our ſcribling Tribe, 


But when true Virtues with unclouded Light, 
All Great, all Royal, ſhine divinely bright, 
Our Eyes are dazl'd, and our Voice is weak: 
| Let England, Flanders, let all Europe ſpeak; 
Ee Let 


When wealthy Neighbours ſtrove withus for Pow'r, | 


His Name ſtrook Fear, his Conduct won the Day, ” 


Strong by the Sea's Protection, fafe by his: 
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Let France acknowledge that her ſhaken Throne L 
Was once ſupported, Sir, by you alone: | N 
Baniſht from thence, for an Ulſurper's ſake; 

Yet truſted then with her laſt deſp'rate ſtake. 


Let the Sea tell, how in the fatal Hour, 
Swift as an Eagle our Victorious Prince, 


Great Britaiu s Genius, flew to her Defence: 


He came, he ſaw, he ſeiz d the ſtrugling Prey; (Blood, 
And while the Heav'ns were Fire, and th Cho 


Confirm'd our Empire o're the conquer'd Flood. 


Oh happy Iflands, if you knew your bliſs ! 


Expreſs your Gratitude the only way, 
And humbly own a Debt too vaſt to pay: 
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Let Fame aloud to future Ages tell, 

None ere commanded, none obey'd ſo well. 

| While this high Courage, this undaunted Mind, 
2 80 Loyal, fo ſubmiſſively reſign'd 5 

E Proclaim that ſuch a Hero never ſprings, 

But from the uncorrupted Blood of Kings. 
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By the EARL of ROSCOMON. 


— a — 


O the pale Tyrant, who to horrid Graves 
Condemns ſo many thouſand helpleſh Slaves, | 
- Ungrateful we do gentle Sleep compare ; 


Who, tho? his Vict'ries as num'rous are, 
Yet 
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Vet from his Slaves no Tribute does he take, 
But woful Cares that load them while they wake. 
When his ſoft Charms had eas'd my weary Sight 
Of all the baneful Troubles of the Light; 
Dorinda came diveſted of the Scorn, 

Which the unequall'd Maid fo long had worn; 
How oft in vain had Love's great God eſſay'd, 
To tame the ſtubborn Heart of that bright Maid ? 
Yet ſpight of all the Pride that ſwells her Mind, 


The humble God of Sleep can make her kind; 


A riſing Bluſh increas'd the Native Store 


Of Charms that but too fatal were before. 


Once more preſent the Viſion to my view, 
| ' | 


The ſweet Illuſion, gentle Fate, renew ! 


How kind, how lovely ſhe; how raviſht I! 


| Shew me, bleſt God of Sleep, and let me die. 
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T O R Y 


OF 


PH AETON 


Bepinniog the Second BO OK. of 


OVID's METAMOR TA 


— . I V9 YO — it 


Tranſlated by Mi: JOSEPH ADDISON. 


He Sun's bright Palace on high Pillars rais'd, - 
With burniſht Gold and flaming Jewels blaz'd, 
WI he F olding-doors diſperſt a Silyer Light, 
Hnd with a milder Gleam refreſht the Sight: 

2 D Of 


. 
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Of poliſht Iv'ry was the Cov'ring wrought, 
The Metals vied not with the Workman's Thought; | 
For here the Figure of che Heav'ns was plac'd, 


. Here circling Seas the rounded Earth embrac'd, 
And Gods and Goddeſſes the Waters grac'd. 
£geon here a mighty Whale beſtrode y 
Triton and Proteus ( the deceiving God) 

With Doris here were form- d, and all her Train, 
Some looſely ſwimming in the painted-Main, 
While ſome on Rocks their dropping Hair divide, 
And ſome on Fiſhes through the Waters glide: 
Their Looks were all alike, tho? n the ſame, 
For Looks alike the Siſterhood became. 

On Earth a difPrent Landskip courts the Eyes, "| 
Men, Towns, and Beaſts in various Proſpects riſe, 
And Nymphs, and Streams, and Woods, andrural 
Orreall the Heay'ns refulgent Image lunes ee 
III 
Her 


On either Door were ſix engraven Signs. 
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Here Phaeton advancing up th' Aſcent, 
Io his ſuſpected Father's Palace went, 
And preſſing forward through the bright Abode, 
© Saw at a diſtance the Illuſtrious God. 
He ſaw at diſtance, or the dazling Light 
Had flaſht too ſtrongly on his aking Sight. 


The God fits high exalted on a Throne 

Of blazing Gems, with Purple Garments on, 

On ey'ry ſide the Days, and Months, and Year, 

And Hours, and Ages on his Coaſts appear. 

Herebloomingspring with flowery Wreaths is bound, 
Here Summer ſtands i in Wheaten Garlands crown d, 

lere Autumn from the trodden Vintage ſweats, 


\nd hoary Winter in the Reer retreats. 


Phebus beheld the Youth frown off his Throne, 


What Eye, 3 all things ſees, was fixt in one. 
D 2 He 
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He faw the Boy's Confuſion in his Face, 
Surpriz'd at all the wonders of the place; 
And cries aloud, What wants my Phaeton 2? 
For well I know thee, and muſt call thee Son. 


Light of the World, the trembling Youth replies 
IIluſtrious Parent! if you don't deſpiſe 
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A Parent's Name from me, ſome Token grant, 


— 
„ 9 
. 
— — arreoe 


That may gain Credit to my high Deſcent. 
Nor let me always live in doubt. This ſaid, 

He flung the blaze of Glories from his Head, 
And bid the Youth advance: My Son, ſays he, 
Come to thy Father's Arms! for Clymene 2 
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Has told the Truth, a Parent's Name I own, 
Nor will thy Parent bluſh to call thee Son; 
And as a Proof, whate re Requeſt _ make 
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I freely grant; a ſolemn Oath I take 
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By Styx, by Hell's inviolable Lake. 
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The Youth tranſported, asks without delay, 
To guide the Sun's bright Chariot for a Day. 


The God repented of the Oath he took; 
For anguiſh thrice his Radiant Head he ſhook; + 
[My Son, ſays he, ſome other Gift require, 


Raſh was my Promiſe, raſh is thy Deſire. 


rde fain deny this Wiſh which thou haſt made, 
Or, what I can't deny, T'de fain diſſwade. 


Too vaſt-and hazardous the Task appears, 


Nor ſuited to thy Strength, nor to thy Years, 
Thy Lot is Mortal, but thy Wiſhes fly a 
Beyond the Province of Mortality: 

There is not one of all the Gods that dares 


(Tho' Converſant in other great Affairs) 
To mount the burning Axle- tree, but I; 


Not Jove himſelf, the Ruler of the Sky, 


D 3 'n 
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That hurles the three-forkt Thunder from above, 
Dares try his Strength; yet who ſo ſtrong as Fove ? 
With Pain the Steeds climb up the firſt Aſcent, 


And when they gain the middle Firmament, 


If downward from the Heav'ns my Head I bow, 


And ſee the Earth and Ocean hang below, 
Ev'n I am ſeiz'd with Horror and Affright, 
And my own Heart miſgives me at the ſight: 


Beſides, conſider what impetuous Force 
Turns Stars and Planets in a diff rent Courſe. 
I ſteer againſt their Motions; nor am T 
Born back by all the Current of the »6h | 
But how cou'd you reſiſt the Orbs that roll 0 
in rapid Whirls, and the reyolving Pole? 


28 
* N 


A mighty downfal ſteeps the Ev'ning Stage, 
And ſteddy Reins muſt curb the Horſes rage. 
Tethys her ſelf has fear'd eto ſee me drivin 
Down Headlong from the Precipice of Heav'n ) 


14 


But 


| 


| 4 
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But you perhaps may hope for pleaſing Woods, 

And ſtately Domes, and Cities fil d with Gods: 
While through a thouſand Snares your Journey lies, 

oy Where forms of ſtarry Monſters ſtock the Skies: 

For, ſhou'd you hit the doubtful way aright, 

8 The Bull with ſtooping Horns ſtands oppoſite. 

Next him the bright Hæmonian Bow is ſtrung, 

And next the Lion's grinning Viſage hung: 

The Scorpion's Claws here claſp a wide Extent, 

And here the Crabs in leſſer Claſps are bent. 

Nor wou'd you find it eaſie to compoſe I 


TheMettPdSteeds,when from their Noſtrils flows 

The ſcorching Fire, that in their Boſom glows. 

& Ev'o1 hold in their ſtruggling Mouths with Pain, 
When they grow warm and reſtif to the Rein. 
Let not my Son a fatal Gift require, 

But, while you may, correct your firſt Deſire; 


D 4 You 
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You ask a Gift that may your Parent tell, 

Let theſe my Fears your Parentage reveal ; 

And learn your Father from a Father's Care: 
Look on my Face, or if my Heart lay bare, 
Wou'd you but look, you'd read the Father there. 
In ſhort, behold the Earth, the Sea and Heav'n, 
- Chuſe what you will from all, it ſhall be giv'n; 
Only forbear this one unequal Task, 


W For 'tis a Miſchief, not a Gift you ask. 

Wo You ask a real Miſchief, Phaeton: 

1 Nay hang not thus about my Neck, my Son: 

I grant your Wiſhes, Styx confirms my Voice, 
Chuſe what you will; but make a wiſer Choice. 


Thus did the God the unwary Youth adviſe, 
But he ſtill longs to travel through the Skies. 
When Phwebus (for Delays in vain were caſt) 

| To the Ywlcanian Chariot leads at laſt. 


US & -. 
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A Golden Axle did the Work uphold, _ [Gold 
Gold was the Beam, the Wheels were Orb'd with 


| | The Harneſſes with ſtudded Gems were bright, 
Atolls ſhin'd in the reflected Light. 
The Youth with ſecret Joy the Work ſurveys, 
, When now the Morn diſclos'd her Purple Rays. 
The Stars were fled, for Lucifer had chas'd 
The Stars away, and fled himſelf at laſt. 
Soon as the Father ſaw the ruddy Morn, 


| The Spokes in rows of Silver pleas'd the Sight, 8 
| | 
| 


And the Moon ſhining with a blunter Horn, 
He bid the nimble Hours, without delay, 

| Bring out the Steeds; the nimble Hours obey: 
From their full Racks the gen'rous Steeds retire, 
& Dropping ambroſial Foams, and ſnorting Fire. 
All his Son's Face the God with Ointment wet, 


Of ſecret Virtue to repel the Heat. 


_ 
| 

[ 
Then | 
, j 

: 


[ 
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Then fixt the Beamy Circle on his Head, 
And fetch'd a deep foreboding Sigh, and ſaid. 


Take this at leaſt, this laſt Advice, my Son, 
Keep a ſtiff Rein, and move but gently on: 
The Horſes of themſelves will run too faſt, 
Your Art muſt be to moderate their haſt. 

| Drive em not on direMly through the Skies, 
But where the Zoazac's winding Circle lies. 
Along the middle Zone; but ſally forth 
Nor to the diſtant South, nor ſtormy North. 
The Horſes Hoofs a beaten Track will ſhow, 
But neither mount too high, nor fink too low. 
That no new Fires, or Heay'n, or Earth infeſt, 
| Keep the mid Way, the middle Way is beſt. 
Nor, where in radiant folds the Serpent twines, 


Direct your Courſe, nor where the Altar ſhines. 


Shun 
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Shun both Extreams; the reſt let Fortune guide, 
And better for thee than thy ſelf provide! 

See, while I ſpeak, the Shades diſperſe away, 
Aurora gives the Promiſe of a Day; 8 
m call'd, nor can I make a longer ſtay. 

Snatch up the Reins ; or yet the Task forſake, 
And not my Chariot, but my Council take, 
While yet ſecurely on the Earth you ſtand, 
Nor touch the Horſes with too raſh 2 Hand. 
Let me alone to light the World, while you 
Enjoy thoſe Beams which you may ſafely view. 
He ſpoke in vain, the Youth with active Heat, 
And ſprightly Vigour vaults into the Seat. 
And joys to hold the Reins, and fondly gives 


Thoſe Thanks his Father with remorſe receives. 


Mean while the reſtleſs Horſes neigh'd aloud, 
Breathing out Fire, and pawing where they ſtood. 


Tetris 


. 
424 
„ 
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Tethy's not knowing what had paſt gave way, 
And all the waſte of Heav'n before em lay. 


They ſpring together out, and ſwiftly bear 


Theflying Youth through Clouds and yielding Air; 
With wingy ſpeed outſtrip the Eaſtern Wind, | 


And leave the Morning's ſwifteſt blaſt behind. 
The Youth was light, nor cou'd he fill the Seat, 
Or poiſe the Chariot with the wonted weight. 
Bat as at Sea the unballaſs'd Veſſel rides, 


Caſt to and fro, the ſport of Winds and Tides, | 
WY So from the bounding Chariot toſt on high, 
BY The Youth is hurried Headlong through the Sky. 


Soon as the Steeds perceive it, they forſake 
Their ſtated Courſe, and leave the beaten Track. 


The Youth was in a maze, nor did he know 


Which way to turn the Reins, or where to go; 


Nor wou'd the Horſes, had he known, obey. 


Then the Scavy'n-ſtars firſt felt Apollo's Ray, 
And wiſh'd to dip in the forbidden Sea. 
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| The folded Serpent next the frozen Pole, 
stiff and benum'd before, began to roll, 
And rag'd with inward Heat, and threatn'd War, 
1 And ſhot a redder Light from ev'ry Star. ; 
| Nay and tis ſaid, Boeres too, that thou 

Woud'ſt fain have fled, tho cumber'd with thy Plow. 


| Th'unhappy Youththen bending down his Head, 
= Saw Earth and Ocean underneath him ſpread. 
His Colour chang'd, he ſtartl'd at the ſight, 
And his Eyes darkn'd by too great a Light. 
Now cou'd he wiſh the F iery Steeds untry d, 
His Birth obſcure, and his Requeſt deny'd. 
| Now wou'd he Merops for his Father own, 

| And gladly quit his Kindred to the Sun. 

do fares-the Pilot, when his Ship is toſt 
In troubled Seas, and all its Steerage loſt. 
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He gives her to the Winds, and in deſpair 
Puts his laſt Refuge in the Gods and Pray'r. 
= What cou'd he do? his Eyes, if backward caſt, 
J | Find a long Path he had already paſt; 

W If forward, till a longer Path they find, 

Both he compares and meaſures in his Mind. 
And ſometimes caſts an Eye upon the Eaſt, 
And ſometimes looks on the forbidden Welt. 
The Horſes Names he knew not in the Fright, 


Nor wov'd he looſe the Reins, nor 000 he holdem | 


(right. 


And monſtrous Shadows of prodigious ſize, 
That, deckt with Stars, lye ſcatter'do'retheSkies. 


Now all the Horrors of the Heav'ns he ; | 


There is a place above, where Scorpio bent 
In Tail and Arms ſurrounds a vaſt Extent. 
In a wide Circuit of the Heav'ns he ſhines, 


And fills the ſpace of two Celeſtial Signs. 


Soon 
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Soon as the Youth beheld his Sting, and view'd 
The fw eating Monſter in his Poiſon ſtew'd; 
Half dead with ſudden Fear he dropt the Reins; 
. The Steeds perceiv d *em looſe upon their Mains, 
And flying out through all the Plains above; 
ERNan uncontroll d where-e're their F ury drove. 
Z Ruſht on the Stars, and through a pathleſs Way 
Of unknown Regions hurried on the Day. 
And now above, and now below they flew, 
And near the Earth the burning Chariot drew. 
The Clouds diſperſe in Fumes, the wond ring Moon 
Bcholds her Brother's Steeds beneath her ownz 
The Mountains ſmoak, the Chinky Highlands chap, 
The Herbage fades away, and ſpends its Sap: 
And now the Trees and Leaves together blaz'd, 
E The Corn conſum'd by what it firſt was rais'd. 
But theſe are nothing: Walls and Cities burn, 
Kingdoms and People into Aſhes turn. 

1 The 
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The Hills are ſcorch'd, the with'ring Woods expire, 
Athos and Tmolus feel the kindling Fire: 


Here Oetè and Cilician T, aurus fry, 
Here Ida ſmoaks, with all its Fountains dry; 


= - Ocagrian Hæmus (then a ſingle Name) 
And Virgin Helicon increaſe the Flame; 


S. 


E rx, and Othrys, and Cithæron glow, 
And Nhodope no longer cloath'd in Snow; | 
High Pindus, Mimas, and Parnaſſus ſweat, 
And c/Ztna rages with redoubl'd Heat. 
Ey'n the remoteſt Scythian Fields were warm'd, 


Whom endleſs Cold and native Winters arm'd. 


Now Phaeton, where-e're his Eyes cou'd turn, 
Beheld the Univerſe around him burn. 
| The raging of the Fire he cou'd not bear, 
| When through his Lungs he drew the ſcorching Air; 


Which 


>, 
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Which from below, as from a Furnace, flow'd; 
And now the Axle-tree beneath him glow'd; 

Thick ſmoaky Vapours from the Burnings broke, 
ind Clouds of Aſhes hover'd in the Smoke. 


He flew where-e're the Horſes drove, nor knew 


hither the Horſes drove, or where he flew. 
: Twas then, they ſay, the ſwarthy Moors begun 
o ſcorch with Heat, and blacken in the Sun. 


Urnen £965, firſt, of all irs moiſture drain- d, 
Became a long extended Tract of Sand. 


The Water-Nymphs lament their empty Urns, 
or her Bæotian Current Dirce mourns. 
Their Rivers Argos and Pirene loſe, 


Theſe Ephyre, laments, and d n thoſe. 


In vain the Streams in diſtant Regions flow'd, . 


Fv'n Tanais with all her Ice was thaw'd. 


E Enrag'd © 
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Enrag'd Caicus and Iſinenas roar, 

And Xanthns, fated to be burnt once more. 
In Flames the Her and the Ganges toll'd,... 
And Tagus floating in her melted Gold. 
The Swans that on Cayſter often try'd 
Their tunefal Songs, now ſung their laſt and eye 


I be frighted Nile ran off, and under Ground 


Conceal'd his Head, nor can it yet be found. 
His ſev n divided Currents all are dry, 

And where they rolbd, ſev'n gaping Trenches lye. | 
The Ground all cleft admits the piercing Ray, | 
And ſtartles Pluto with the fight of Day. 
The Sea ſhrinks-iny and leaves a barren Plain, 
A waſte of Gravel, where before it ran. 
The Rocks are all diſcover'd, and increaſe 

The number of the ſcatter· d Cyclades. 

The Fiſh in Sholes about the bottom ereep, 

Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap. 


The 


0 


of MTSCELLANT POEMS. 6z 


| The gaſping Phocz, parboiFd in the Stream, 
With turn'd-up Bellies on the Surface ſwim. 
Nerews and Doris too, with all her Train, 
Seek con the laft Receſſes of the Main. 
stern Neptune thrice above the Waves upheld 
His Face, as often by the Flames repell'd. 


The Earth at length, on ev'ry ſide embrac'd 


with ſealding Seas, that floated round her Waſte, 


when now ſhe felt the Springs and Rivers come, 
And creep within the hollow of her Womb, 

| Up-lifted to the Heay'ns her blaſted Head, 

And clapt her Hand upon her Brows, and ſaid. 
But firſt, impatient of the ſultry Heat, 
Sunk deeper down, and ſought a cooler Seat. 

If you, Great King of Gods, my Death approve, 
And ] deſerve it, let me die by Jove; 


WI | If 
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If I muſt periſh by the force of Fire, 

Let me transfixt with Thunderbolts expire. 

See whilſt I ſpeak my Breath the Vapours choak, 
For then her Face and Mouth lay wrapt in Smoak; 
See my ſing'd Hair, behold my faded Eye, 
And wither'd Face, where heaps of Aſhes lye! 
And does the Plow for this my Body tear? 
This the Reward for all the Fruits I bear, 
Tortur'd with Rakes, and haraſs'd all the Year? 
That Herbs for Cattel daily I renew, " 


And Meat for Man, and F rankincenſe for you. 
But grant me guilty; what has Neptune done? 
Why are his Waters boiling in the Sun ? iN 
The wavy Empire, which by lot was giv'n, 
Why does it waſte, and further ſhrink from Heav'n? 
If I nor he your pity can provoke, | 
See your own Heavens, he Heav'ns begin to ſmoke. 
If once the Sparkles catch thoſe bright Abodes, 


Deſtraction ſeizes on the Heav'ns and Gods. 
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Allas becomes unequal to the Freight, 
And almoſt faints beneath the glowing Weight. 
If Heav'n, and Earth, and Seas together burn, 
All mutt again into their Chaos turn. 
| Apply ſome ſpeedy Cure, conſult the Fate 
And Doom of all things, e're it be too late. 
(The Vapours here ſuppreſt her Voice) This ſaid, 
| Down to the deepeſt Shades ſhe ſunk her H cad. 


| Fove call'd to Witneſs ev'ry Pow r above, 
7 And ev'n the God whoſe Son the Chariot drove; 


| That whun he acted he was forc'd to do, 


Or univerſal Ruin wou'd enſue. 

He then aſcended his Ætherial Throne, 

From whence he us'd to hurle the 'T hunder down, 

From whence his Show'rs and Storms he us dto pour, ö 


But now cou'd meet with neither Storm nor Show'r. 


E 3 Then, 


* | Y 
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Then, aiming at the Youth, with lifted Hand 
Full at his Head he ſhot the flaming . 
Which ſtopt the Flames, and Fires with Fire re- 
At once from Life, and from the Chariot driv'n, 
Th' ambitious Youth fell Thunder- ſtruck fron 
The Horſes ſtarted with a ſudden Bound, £ eagle; 
And flung the Reins and Chariot to the Ground. 
The ſtudded Harneſs from their Necks they broke, 
Here fell a Wheel, and here a Silver Spoke, 


Here were the Beam and Axle torn away, 


(lay. 
And, ſcatter' d o're the Earth, theſhining Fragments 


WL The blaſted Phaeton with flaming Hair, 
WY Shot from the Chariot, like a falling Star, 
Which in a cloudleſs Ev'ning from the top 
Of Heav'n drops down, or ſeems at leaſt to drop; 
Till on the Po his ſmoaking Corps was hurl'd, | 
Far from his Country, in the Weſtern World. 


NOTES 
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On the foregoing | 


S T O R Y. 


HE Story of W 75 704% with a greater 

Air of Majeſty and Grandeur than any 0- 

ther in all Ovid. It is indeed the moſt im- 

| portant S ubject he treats of, except the Deluge; 

and I can't but believe that this is the Conflagrati- 
on he hints at in the firſt Bool; 


Eſſe quoque in fatis e affore tempus 
Quo mare, quo tellus, Correptaque Regia cœli 
Ardeat & mundi moles operoſa laboret. 


| (tho the Learned apply thoſe Verſes to the fu- 
ure Burning of the World) for it fully anſwers that 
5 Deſcription, F the 


cli lives tui, circumſpica utrumque, 
Fumat uterque polus. 


"Us Fp 
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neſs as ſhow'd their Aſſinity. 


Fumat uterque polus---- comes up to Correptaque > 
Regia Cceli----. Beſides it is Ovid's Cuſtom to pre. 


pare the Reader for a following Story, by giving 


ſome Intimations of it in a foregoing one, which 
Wwas more particularly neceſſary to be done before he 
led us into ſo ſtrange a Story as this he 1s now 


upon. 


For here the Earth, &c.] We have here the 
Picture of the Univerſe drawn in little. | 


——Balznarumque prementem 
A geona ſuis immunia terga lacertis: 


Zgeon makes a diverting Figure in it. 


| Facies non omnibus Una \ 
Nec Diverſa tamen: qualem decet eſſe ſororum. 


The thought is very pretty, of giving Doris and her 
Daughters ſuch a 1 in their Looks as uu 


natural to different Perſons, and yet ſuch a like- 


Terra viros, urbeſque gerit, ſylvaſque, feraſque, . 


Fluminaque, & Nymphas, & cætera numina Ruris. 


The leſs important Figures are well huddled together 


in the promiſcuous Deſcription at the end, which 
very well repreſents what the Painters call a | 


Grouppe. 


Wy _ Circum 
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on him at a diſtance, and not able to approach him 
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——Circum caput omne micants 
Depoſuit radios; propiuſque accedere juſſit. 


He flung the Blaze, &c.] It gives us a great J 
nage of Phoebus, that the Touth was forc'd to look. 


till he had lain aſide the Circle of Rays that caſt 
ſuch a Glory about his Head. And indeed we may 
every where obſerve in Ovid, that he never fails of 

a due loftineſs in his Ideas, tho he wants it in his 
Horde. And this I think infinitely better than to 
babe ſublime Expreſſions and mean Thoughts, 
8 which is generally the true Character 7 Claudian 
and Statius. But this is not conſider'd by them who 
run down Ovid in the groſs, for a low middle way 
F Writing. What can be more ſimple and unadori'd 
in the Language, than his Deſcription of Enceladus in 
he Sixth Book? 35.5% 


Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque reſurgere ſxpe, 
Dextra ſed Auſonio manus eſt ſubjecta Peloro, 
Læva Pachyne tibi, Lilibæo crura premuntur, 
{ Degrayat Ætna caput, ſub qui reſupinus arenas 
Ejectat, flammamque fero vomit ore Typhzus. 


But the Image we have here is truly Great and 
Sublime, of a Giant vomiting out a Tempeſt.of Hire, 
and heaumg up all Sicily, with the Body of an 
= {and upon his Breaſt, and a vaſt Promontory on 
either Arm, +. N N 


There 
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There are few Books that have had werſe Com. 
mentators on em than Ovid's Metamorphoſis. 
Thoſe of the graver ſort have been wholly taken. up 
im the Mythologics, and think they have appear 
very judicious, if they have ſhewn us out of an oll 
Hur hor that Ovid 1s miſtaken in a Pedigree, or ha 
turm d ſuch a Perſon into a Wolf that ought to 
have been made a Tiger. Others have employ d 
themſelves on what never enter'd into the Poet: 
thoughts, in adapting a dull Moral to every Story, 
and making the Perſons of his Poems to be only 
Nick-names for ſuch Virtues or Vices ; particularh i 
the pious Commentator, Alexander Roſs, has d:v'd 
deeper into our Author's Defign than any of the reſt; 
for he diſcovers in him the greateſt Myſteries of the 
Chriſtian Religion, and finds almoſt m every Page 
ſome Typical Repreſentations of the World, the Fleſh, 
and the Devil. But if theſe Writers have gone 
too deep, others have been wholly employ'd in the 
Surface, moſt of em ſerving only to help out 
School-Boy in the Conſtruing part; or if they go out 
of” their way, it is only to mark out the Gnome f 
the Author, as they call em, which are generall) 
the heavieſ# pieces of a Poet, diſtinguiſh d from tht 
reſt by Italian Characters. The beſt of Ovid's Ex- 
poſitors is he that wrote for the Dauphin's uſe, who 
has very well ſhewn the meaning of the Author, but 
feldoms reflects on his Beauties or Imperfettions z' for 
in moſt places he rather acts the Geographer that 
the Critick, and inſtead of pointing out the fineneſs 

of a Deſcription, only tells you in what part of tht 


JW I © BD. A . WL 


World 


np TAX tOoogv 2 — <= 7 . x, —w = RN UG =. ww --* * 


VVV ͤ ˙·— oͥ T Jo 


.. . . ww TYw*” XV». wo 


| of MISCELLANY POEMS. 5 
World the place is fitnated. I fbail therefore only 


conſider Ovid under the Character of a Poet, and 


endeavour to ſhew him impartially, without the uſual 


© prejudice of a Tranſlator ; which 1 am the more wil. 
ling to do, becauſe 1 believe ſuch a Comment would 
give the Reader a truer taſte of Poetry than a Com- 
nent on any other Poet wou'd do ; for in refletting 
on the ancient Poets, Men think they may venture 
to praiſe all they meet with in ſome, and ſtarce a- 
zy thing in others; but Ovid is confeſt to have a 
= mixture of both kinds, to have ſomething of the 
8 beſt and worſt Poets, and by conſequence to be the 
aireſt Subject for Criticiſm. . 299 


My Son, fays he, 2 Phœbus' Speech is ve- 
ry nobly — in, with the Terque quaterque Con- 
cutiens Illuſtre caput ---- and well repreſents the 
danger and difficulty of the Undertaking ; but that 


WG which is its peculiar Beauty, and makes it truly O- 


vid's, 2s the repreſenting em juſt as a Father word 
to his young Son; | N | 


Per tamen adverſi gradieris cornua Tauri, 
Hæmonioſque arcus, violentique ora Leonis, 
Sævaque circuitu curvantem brachia longo 
Scorpion, atq; aliter curyantem brachia Cancrum. 


or one while he ſeares him with Bugbears in the 


Lay, 


—Vaſti quoque rector Olympi, | * 


# .. 
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Qui fera terribili jaculetur fulmina Dextra 
Non agat hos currus ; & quid Fove majus habetur? 


Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine Pœna, 
Non honor eſt. nam, Phaeton, promtnere poſe. 


andin other Places perfettly tattles like a Father which 7 
by the way makes the length of the Speech very na. 


tural, and concludes with all the Fonaneſs and Con- 
cern of a tender Parent. 


----Patrio Pater eſſe metu probor. aſpice vultus 
Ecce meos: utinamque oculos in pectore poſſes 


Inſerere, & Patrias intus deprendere curas ! ec. 


A . Axle, c.] Ovid has more 7. * 


and Repetitions in his Words than any of the Latin 


Poets, which are always wonderfully eaſie and na- 


tural in him. The Repetition of Aureus, and the 
Tranſition to Argenteus, in the Deſcription of the 
Char zot 9 give theſe Ver ſes 4 great Sweetneſs and : 


Majeſty. | 


Aureus Axis erat, temo Aureus, Aurea ſummæ, 


Curvatura Rotæ; radiorum Argenteus ordo. 


| Drive em not on directly, &c.] Several have 


endeavour'd to vindicate Ovid againſt the old Ob. 
jection, that he miſtakes the Annual for the Diur. 
nal motion of the Sun. The Dauphin's Notes tell 
us that Ovid knew very well the Sun did not paſs | 


through 
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© through all the Signs he names in one Day, but 
that he makes Phoebus mention em only to frighten. 
Phaeton from the Undertaking. But tho this. 
nay anſwer for what Phoebus ſays in his firſt 
RE Speech, it can't for what is ſaid in this, where he is 
actually) giving Directions for his Fourney, and 
lainly 


gectus in Obliquum eſt lato Curvamine limes. 
Zonarumque trium contentus fine polumque 


Effugito auſtralem, junctamq; Aquilonibus Arcton. 
| deſcribes the Motion through all the Zodiac. 


And not my Chariot, c.] Ovid's Yerſe is 
Conſiliis non Curribus utere noſtris. This way. ' | 
, joining two ſuch different Ideas as Chariot and 
Council to the ſame Verb is mightily uſed by Ovid, 
= out is a very low kind of Wit, and has always 
in it a mixture of Pun, becauſe the Verb muſt be 
© taken in a different Senſe when tis join'd with one 
f the things from what it has inConjuntion with 
the other. Thus in the end of this Story he tells you 
that Jupiter flung a Thunderbolt at Phaeton 
Pariterque, animaque, rotiſque Expulit Aurigam, - 
8 where he makes a forc'd piece of Latin (Anima ex- 
pulit aurigam) that he may couple the Soul and the 
heels to the ſame Verb. | 


© Then the Seven Stars, Oc. 7 wonder none of 
* Ovid's Commentators have taken notice of the C- 
| verſight 


«i 
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wer/ight he has committed in this Verſe, where he 


makes the Triones grow warm before there was ever 
fuch a Sign in the Heavens, for he tells us in thi 
very Book, that Jupiter turn d Caliſto into this Con. 


ftetation, after he had repair'd the Ruins that Pha- 


eton had made in the World. 
The Youth was in a Maze, ec.] It is impoſſi. 


| ble for a Man to be drawn in a greater Confuſion . 


than Phaeton zs; but the Antithefis of Light and 
Dar kneſs a little flattens the Deſcription. Sunt- 
que Oculis tenebræ per tantum lumen abortæ. 
Athos and Tmolus, &c.] Ovid has here, after the 
way of the old Poets, given us a Catalogue of the 


Mountains and Rivers which were burnt. But, that 


F might not tire the Engliſh Reader, I have left out 


ins of em that make no Figure in the Deſcription, 


aud inverted the Order of the reſt according as the 
ſmoothneſs of my Verſe requir'd. PRES) 


Twas then, they ſay, the ſwarthy Moor, Cc. 
This is the only Metamorphoſis in all this long Sto. 
ry, which contrary to Cuſtom is inſerted in the mid. 

ale of it. The Criticks may determine whether what 
' follows it be not too great an Excurſion in him who 
propoſes it as his whole Deſign to let us know the 


' Changes of things. I dare ſay that if Ovid had 


not religiouſly obſerv'd the Reports of the ancient | 
Mythologiſts, we ſhould have ſeen Phaeton turn d 


znto ſome Creature or other that hates the Light 


of the Sun; or perhaps into an Eagle that ſtill takes 


- pleaſure to gaze on it. 
3 | The 
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The frighted Nile, &c.] Ovid has made a great 
many pleaſant Images towards the latter end of 
this Story. His Verſes on the Nile 

Nilus in extremum fugit perterritus/orbem ,- _ 

Occuluitque caput quod adhuc latet: oſtia Aae 
Püulverulenta vacant, ſeptem fine Flumina Valles. 

are as noble as Virgil coud have written; but 
then he ought not to have mention'd the Channel 
of the Sea afterwards, 

Mare contrahitur, ficcoque eft campus Arenæ. 
becauſe the Thought is too near the other. The 
Image of the Cyclades is 4 wery pretty out, 
Quos altum texerat æquor 
= Exiſtunt montes, & ſparſas Cycladas augent. 
ut to tell us that the 8 wans grew warm in 
Cayſter, 

Medio volucres caluere Cayſtro. n 
aud ihat the Dolphins durſt not leap, _ * 1 
˙ↄ Nec ſe ſuper æquora curvi "= 
S Tollere conſuetas audent Delphines in auras. 
ss intolerably trivial on ſo Se a & ow as the 

Burning of the World. 
The Earth at Length, Ge. We have. Fakes 4 
Seech of the E E which will doubtteſs feem 
very unnatural to an Engliſh Reader. It is I be. 
leve the boldeſt Proſopopeia of any in the old 


Er * —_ 
” 


Poets; or if it were never ſo natural, I can't but 


| think foe ſpeaks too much in any reaſon for 0 one in 
ber Condition. 
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UPON THE 


D E A * H 


OF THE 


EARL of DUNDEE. 


By Mr. DRYDEN. | 

H laſt and beſt of Scots who did'ſt maintain | 

Thy Country- sfreedom, from Foreign Reign Z h 

| N e People fill the Land now thou art gone, | 
N ew Gods the Temples, and new Kings the Throne l 

Seotland and Thee did each in other live; i; 

Nor wou dſt thou her, nor cou-d ſhe thee ſurvive | þ 
F Auel, who dying did ſupport the State, f 


And cou'dſt not fall but with thy Country's Fate. 


THE 
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THR 


RAPTURE. 


Yield, I yield, and can no longer ſtay 


My eager Thoughts, that force themſelves away. 
"i Sure, none inſpir' d, whoſe Heat tranſports em ſtill 
Above their Reaſon, and beyond their Will, 

Can firm againſt the ftrong Impulſe remain: 
Cenſure it ſelf were not fo ſharp a Pain. 

Let vulgar Minds ſubmit to vulgar Sway 

I What Ignorance ſhall think, or Malice ſay; 

Jo me are Trifles; if the knowing few, 

Who can ſec Faults, but can forgive them too, 
Applaud that Genius which themſelves partake; 
And ſpare the Poet for the Mulc's ſake. 
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AM The Muſe tho raiſes me from humble Ground, 1 
To view the vaſt and various World around: L 
How faſt I mount! In what a wond'rous way Mm 
I grow tranſported to this large Survey ! 0 
value Earth no more, and far below £1 
Methinks I ſee the buſie Pigmies go; vr 
My Soul entranc'd, is in a Rapture brought - 
Above the common Tracts of vulgar Thought: 
With Fancy wing'd I feel the purer Air, 
And with Contempt look down on Human Care 
Airy Ambition, ever ſoaring high, 
Stands moſt expos'd to my cenſorious Eye: 
' Behold em toiling up a flipp'ry Hil, 
Where, tho arriv'd, they muſt be toiling ſill. 
Some, with unſteddy Feet, juſt fall'n to Ground 


Others at top, whoſe Heads are turning round. 


To 


5 
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Ho this high Sphere it happens ſtill that ſome, 
L he moſt unfit, are forwardeſt to come; | 
ret among theſe are Princes forc'd to chute, 
Zor ſeek out ſuch as would perhaps refuſe. 
row'r, if too great, is ſafely plac'd in none, 
And ſpon becomes a Dragon, or a Drone. 
z ither remiſs and negligent of all, 


of 
-1 
85 
* 
2 


Or elſe Imperious and Tyrannical. 


. The Muſe inſpires me now to look agen, 
And ſee a meaner ſort of ſordid Men, 
Posting on little Heaps of yellow Duſt; 
For that, deſpiſing Honour, Eaſe, and Luſt. 
Let other Bards, expreſling how it ſhines, 
WDeſcribe with Envy, what the Miſer finds; 
But like ſome Heap of Dirt it ſeems to me, 


4 here we may juſt ſuch crawling Vermine ſee. 


0 F 2 Through 
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Through Filch they creep athouſand crooked wor 1 


Inſenſible of Infamy or Praiſe. 
Loaded with Guilt, they ſtill purſue their — 


Nor are to be reſtrain'd by F riendſhip's ſacred Force. 5 


Not to inlarge on ſuch an obvious Thought; 
+ Behold their Folly, which tranſcends their Fault 
es, their Cares and Caution only tend 

To gain the Means, and then to loſe the End. 
Like Heroes in Romances, till i in Fight 

For Miſtreſſes that yield them no Delight. 
This, of all Vice, does moſt debaſe the Mind, 
And Gold is an Allay to Human- kind. 


Oh, happy Times, when no ſuch thing as Coin 1 


E'er tempted Friends to part, or Foes to join ! 


Cattle, or Corn, among thoſe harmleſs Men, 


Was all their Wealth; the Gold and Silver then: . 
Corn 


LU 


Our Traffick i is meer intercourſe of III, 
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Corn was too bulky to corrupt a Tribe, 


8 And bellowing Herds would have betray'd the Bribe. 


, ; And ev'ry Wind brings a new Miſchief till 5 

4 By Trade we Aouriſh in our Leaves and F ruit, 
But Av'rice and Exceſs devour the Root. 

4 Thus far the Muſe unwillingly has been 

Frꝰ d on the dull, leſs pleaſing ſorts of Sin; 

: But with Delight-ſhe views the diffrent ways 
or Luxury, and all irs Charms ſurveys. 

Oh Luxury! thou ſoft, but ſure Deceit! 

Riſe of the Mean, and Ruin of the Great! 
Thou ſure Preſage of ill approaching Fates 
f The Bane of Empires, and the Change of States - |; 
Armies in vain reſiſt thy mighty Pow'r; | 
Not Plagues,or Famine would confound them more. 
Thus Rome her ſelf, while o're the World ſheflew, | 
And did, by Virtue, all the World ſubdue, 
13 
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Was by her own Victorious Arms oppreſt, 
And catch'd Infection from the conquer'd Eaſt ; 
Whence all thoſe Vices came, which ſoon devour 


The beſt Foundations of Renown and Pow'r. 


But, oh, what need have we abroad to roam, 
Who feel too much the ſad Effects at home 
Of wild Exceſs; which we ſo plainly find 
WY Decays the Body, and impairs the Mind. 
| 1 | | Yet the grave Fops muſt not preſume from hence 
| 5 j | To ſlight the ſacred Pleaſures of the Senſe; #« 
| | N Our Appetites are Nature's Laws, and giv'n 
f | Under the broad Authentick Seal of Heay'n. 
1 Let Pedants wrangle, and let Biggots fight, 
bl i To put reſtraint on innocent Delight, 
WH Buc Heay'n and Nature's always in the right; 
They wou'd not draw poor wretched Mortals in, 
Nor give Deſires that ſhall be doom'd for Sin. 
But 
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hut that, in height of harmleſs Joys, we may 
Laſt to old Age, and never loſe a Day:; 

Amidſt our Pleaſures we our ſelves ſhould ſpare, 

5 And manage all with Temperance and Care. 

| Yet Heav'n forbid, but we ſometimes may ſteep 

9 Our Joys. in Wine, and lull our Cares aſleep: 

It raiſes N ature, ripens Seeds of Worth; 

lire Pictures wet, to fetch the Colours forth: 

hut if the Varniſh we too oft apply, 


Like Colours, we, alas! grow faint and die. 


Hold, hold, impetuous Muſe: I wou'd reſtrain 
Her over-eager Heat, but all in yain; 0 
E Abandon'd to Delights, ſhe longs to ove 5 
check her here, and now ſhe flies to Love; 
| Shews me ſome rural N ymph by Shepherd chas'd, 


Soon overtaken, and as ſoon embrac'd; 


F 4 
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[ The Graſs by her, as ſhe by him is preſt; 
For ſhame, my Muſe, let Fancy gueſs the reſt; 


At ſuch a point Fancy can never ſtay, 
But flies beyond whatever you can ſay. 
Behold the ſilent Shades, the am'rous Grove, 
The dear Delights, the very Act of Love. 
This is his loweſt Sphere, his Country Scene, 
Where Love is humble, and his Fare but mean. 
0 ; Yet ſpringing up, without the Help of Aut, 

1 | Leaves a ſincerer Reliſh of the Heart; 
More healthfully, tho' not ſo finely fed, 

And better thrives than where more nicely bred: 
1 But tis in Courts where moſt he makes a Show, 
q | | And high Enthron'd, governs the World below ; 
9 For, though in Hiſtories learn'd Ignorance 
Attributes all to Cunning, or to Chance, 
Love, in that grave Diſguiſe, does often ſmile, 
Knowing the Cauſe was Kindneſs all the while. 
What 
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What Story, Place, or Perſon does not prove 
The boundleſs Influence of mighty Love? | 
Where er the Sun does vig'rous Heats inſpire, 
2 Both Sexes love and languiſh in Deſire. 
The weary'd Swain, faſt in the Arms of Sleep, 
Love can le; and often F ighing keep; | 
And buſie Gown-men, by fond Love diſguis'd, 
. Will leaſure find to make thienfclves deſpis d. 
Imperious Kings ſubmit to Beauty 8 ſway; 
Beauty it ſelf, a greater Prince than they, 
Wich all its Vanity, and all its Pride, <> FY 
yes often languiſhing by ſome bleſs'd Shepherd's 

I I meant to ſlight the ſoft bewitching Charm, 
: But yet my Head and Heart are both too warm; 
I doat on Womankind with all its Faults, 
Love turns my Satyr into ſofteſt Thoughts, 
Of all that Paſſion which our Peace deſtroys, 
Inſtead of Miſchiefs I deſcribe the Joys. 

But 


For Senſe to follow with a waking Eye; 
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But ſhort will be its Reign (I fear too ſhort) 
And preſent Cares ſhall be my future Sport. 

Then;Love's bright Torch put out, his Arrows broke, 
Looſe from kind Chains, and from obliging Yoke, 


Toall fond Thoughts PI ſing ſuch counter Charms | 


The Fair ſhall liſten in their Lovers Arms. 


Now the Enthuſiaſtick Fit is ſpent, 
I feel my Weakneſs; and too late repent. 


As they, who walk in Dreams oft climb too high 


And, in ſuch dang'tous Paths, are blindly bold, 
Which afterward they tremble to behold; 
So J review the Sallies of my Pen, 15 
And modeſt Judgment is return'd agen; 
My Gonfidence I curſe, my Fate accuſe, 
Scarce hold from cenſuring the ſacred Muſe, 
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| No wretched Poet of the railing Pitt. 
No Critick curs'd with the wrong-ſide of Wit, + 

Is more ſeyere from Ignorance and Spite, 2 


FT hen 1 with Reaſon againſt all I Write. 


UNO AU RAPE 


Tranſlated from 0 4 1 D. 


_ Mr. FOSEPH ADDISON. 


Hen now the God his Fury had allay d,. 
And taken Veng ance of the faichleſs Maid, © | 
From where the bright Athenian Turrets riſe 
e ſteers his Flight, and reaſcends the Skies. 
a ſaw at diſtance his approaching Son, * 
Hand thus aloud beſpeaks him from his Thron: 
y truſty Hermes, for to thee. is giv'n Wo 
ITo be the ſole Ambaſſador of Heav'n, 


Fly 
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Fly quickly hence to the $;4onian Earth, 
That borders on the Land Which gave thee Birth 
There find a Herd of Heifers ſtragling o're + 
The Neighb' ring Hill, and drive *em to the Shore, 
Thus ſpoke the God, concealing his Intent, 


The truſty Hermes on the Meſſage went, 

And found the Herd of Heifers {tragling o're 

A Neighb'ring Hill, and droye * to the Shore; 
Where the King's Daughter, with a lovely Train 
Of Fellow-Nymphs, was ſporting on the Plain. 
2 Beet 8 bi 2 
It was impoſſible at once for Fove 

To keep his Grandeur, and indulge his Love. 
The Ruler of the Skies, the Thund'ring God, 
That ſhakes the World's F oundations with a Nod, 
Among a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, 
Frisk'd in a Bull; and bellow'd'o're the Plain. 


„ 2 


* f J 
N | | La rge 


Small were his Horns, and harmleſs Was his Brow; 
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| arge rolls of | Fat about his Shoulders clung, 12 X 
And from his Neck the double Dewlap hung. 


His Skin was whiter than the new-faln Snow. 


No ſhining Terrors ſparkl'd in his Sight. 
But his Eyes languiſh'd with a gentle hee 2 21-4 


His ev'ry Look was peaceful, and expreſt 


8 The ſoftneſs of the Lover in the Beaſt. 


Aenor's Royal Daughter, as ſhe plaid  *© AJ 
Among the Fields, the Milk-white Bull ſuryey'd,© | 
And vie w'd his ſpotleſs Body with Delight, 
And at a diſtance kept him in her Sight. 


\t length ſhe pluck'd the riſing Flow'rs, and fed 
he gentle Beaſt, and fondly ftrok'd his Head. 
He ſtood well-pleag'd to touch the — 


: But hardly cou'd confine his Pleaſure there. 


And | | 
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And 4 now he wantons o 're the N eighb'r ring Strand, 


Now rolls his Body on the yellow Sand; 
And finding all the Virgin's fear decay'd, 
Comes toſling forward to the Royal Maidz - 
Gives her his Breaſt to ſtroke, and downward turn 
| His griſly Brow, and gently ſtops his Horns. 
In flow'ry Wreaths the Royal Virgin dreſt 
His bending Horns, and kindly clapt his Breaſt. 
Till now grown wanton, and devoid of Fear, 
Not knowing that ſhe preſt the Thunderer, \ 
She fixt her ſelf upon his Back, and rode 
O're * ields and Meadows, ſeated on the God. 
He gently march'd along, and by degrees 
Left the dry Meadow, and approach'd the Seas; 
Where now he dips his Hoofs and wets his Thighs 


Now plunges in and carrics off the Prize. 


Beholds the new Majeſtick Figure riſe. 


Ind all the God diſcoyer'd to her Sight. 


And hears the tumbling Billows round her roar ; | 
But ſtill ſhe holds him faſt, with one Hand born 
Upon his Back, while *tother graſps a Horn. 

The Train of ruffling Garments flies behind, 


8 ba in the Air, and 3 in the Wind. 


| In his true Shape he Captivates the Maid. 
Who gazes on him, and with wond'ring Eyes 


Views his bright Features, and his Native Light, 


rhe frighted Nymph looks backwardon theShoar, | 


} 


Through Storms and Tempeſts he the Virgin bore, 
\nd lands her ſafe on the Dicrean Shore. 


Vhere now, in his Divineſt Form array'd, 


NorTtrs 


| 
| 

| 

| 


” 
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Nor Es on the foregoing STORy 


T was impoſſible at once, &c. This Story u 
prettily told, and very well brought in by thoſe | 


wm two ſerious Lines, 
Non bene conveniunt, nec in uni ſede morantur, 
Majeſtas & Amor. Sceptri gravitate relictà, ec. 
* - without which the whole Fable would have appeard 
very prophane. „ ay 
I be frighted Nymph looks, &c.] This Conſter. 
nation and Behaviour of Europa | 
Hluſam deſignat Imagine taur . 
Europen: verum taurum, freta vera putaras. p 
Ipſa videbatur terras ſpectare reliftas, 1 
P 
4 


Et comites clamare ſuas, tactumque vereri 
Aſſilientis aquæ, timidaſque reducere plantas. 
is better deſcrib'd in Arachne's Picture in the Sixth ll * 
Bool, than it is here, and in the beginning of Tatius 
His Clitophon and Leucippe, than in either place 
It is indeed uſual among the Latin Poets (who had 
more Art and Reflection than the Græcian) to tali 
hold of all opportunities to deſcribe the Picture of 
any Place or Action, which they generally do better 
" than they cou'd the Place or Action it ſelf, becauſe 
n the Deſtription of a Picture you have a double 
Jubject before you, either to deſcribe the Picture it 

' fel}, or what is repreſented in it. by 
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EC"ITE 
B R UI US and CAT 0 
Tranſlated from Lucan, 

LIS. iir 

By Mr. R O , E. 


8 PE 


| Second, the Poet, after having deſcrib the Prodi, ies that 
fore-ran the Civil Wars, gives an Account of the general 
Conſternation every Body was under at Rome, from an Ap- 
prehenſion of the Calamities they were to ſuffer between the 
two Factions. From thence he takes an occaſion to introduce 
the Famous M. Brutus conſulting Cato concerning the War 


that Was likgly to enſue, which is the Subject of the rwo fol. 


| lowing Speeches. 
I Iſtracted thus with Fears, preſaging Rame 


But Brutus Temper fail d not with the reſt, 


Nor with the common Weakneſs was oppreſt, 


But kept the Native Peace within his manly Breaſt. - | 
G Twas 


i the latter part of the Firſt Boah, and the beginning of the 


— Labour'd with Evils that were yet to come; 


- 
. * 
* . 
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Tas when the ſolemn dead of N ight came on, AI 
When bright Caliſto, with her ſhining Son, B 

g Now half their Circle round the Pole had run; 1 

| When Brutus, on the buſie Times intent, T 

| To virtuous Cato's humble Dwelling went. F 
Waking he found him, careful for the State, c 

| g | Grieving and fearing for his Country's Fate. 4 

| } l For Rome, and wretched Rome alone he fear'd; E 
q L Secure within himſelf, and for the worſt prepar'd. MW] 
| (/ | To him thus Brutus ſpoke. O thou, to whom 14 
0 l Forſaken Virtue flies, as to her Home: | I 
i | Driv'n out, and by an impious Age oppreſt, B 
| | She finds no room on Earth but Cato's Breaſt ; U 
, There, in her one good Man, ſhe reigns ſecure, B 
Päearleſs of Vice, or Fortune's Hoſtile Pow 'r. 4 

I) hen teach my Soul, to Doubt and Error prone, E 
Teach me a Reſolution like thy own. LA 

| | q 


Lo 


Io gratifie the Madneſs of this Age, 
Herd with the factious Chiefs, and urge the Peo- 
© The Ruffian, Bankrupt, looſe Adulterer,, 2 
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| By various Motives, all the World beſide, 


Let partial Favour, Hopes, or Int'reſt guide, 


To Pompey's, or ambitious Czſar's Side; 


Thou, Cato, art my Leader. Whether Peace 


| And calm Repoſe, amidſt theſe Storms ſhall pleaſe; 


Or whether War thy Ardour ſhall engage, 3 
(ple* . 8 


All who the Pow'r of Laws and Juſtice fear, 

| From Guilt learn ſpecious Reaſons for the War: 
By Starving, Want and Wickedneſs prepar'd; 

| Wiſely they arm for Safety and Reward; 


But oh] what Cauſe, what Reaſon car'ſt thou find? 


Art thou to Arms, for love of Arms; inclin'd? - 


And for ſo many Years been ſingly good, 


Haſt thou the Manners of this Age withſtood, 0 


To be repaid with Civil Wars and Blood? 
„ | Let 
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In thee 'twill be Impiety to dare; 
Preſerve at leaſt, ye Gods, theſe Hands from War. 
Nor do thou meanly with the Rabble join, 


Let thoſe to Vice enur d for POR Prepare, 1 


Nor grace their Cauſe with ſuch an Arm as thine. 
- To thee the Fortune of the Fatal Field 
Inclining, unauſpicious Fame ſhall yeild; th: 
Each to thy Sword ſhall preſs, and wiſh to be 
Imputed as thy Crime, and charg'd on thee. 


Which Noiſe and F action never ſhould moleſt, 
Nor break the ſacred Quiet of thy Breaft ; 
Where Harmony and Order neer ſhould ceaſe, 


Happier thou wert, if with Retirement bleſt, 


But ey'ry Day-ſhould take its Turn in Peace; 

So in Eternal ſteddy Motion roll 

The radiant Spheres around rhe ftarry Pole. 

F jerce Lightnings, Meteors, and the Winter's Storm, 
Earth, and * Face of lower Heav'n deform; 

| Whilſt 


s 


| 
1 
[ 
\ 
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E Whilſt all by N ature's Laws 1s calm aboye, 
No Tempeſt rages in the Court of Fove. 
| Light Particles and idle Atoms fly, 
| Toft by the Winds, and ſcatter'd round the Sky, 
E While the more ſolid Parts the Force reſiſt, 
And fix'd and ſtable on their Centre reſt. 
Cæſar ſhall hear with Joy, that thou art join'd 
With fighting Factions, to diſturb Mankind; — 
© Tho! ſworn his Foe, he ſhall applaud thy Choice, 
And think his wicked War approv'd by Cato's Voice. 
See, how to ſwell their mighty Leader's State, 
The Conſuls and the ſervile Senate wait; 
Ev'n Cato's ſelf to Pompey's Yoak muſt bow, 
And all Mankind are Slaves, but Cæſar, now. 
If War, however, be at laſt our Doom, 
If we muſt Arm for Liberty and Rome, 
While undecided yet their Fate depends, 
Cæſar and Pompey are alike my Friends; 
| G 3 Which 


| If yon fair Lamps above ſhould loſe their Light, 
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Which Party I ſhall chuſe is yet to know; 
That let the War decide; who Conquers ismy Foe, 

Thus ſpoke the Youth: When Cato thus expreſt 

The ſacred Counſels of his inmoſt Breaft. | | 


POM. knead 3 


Brutus, with thee, I own the Crime is great, 
With thee, this impious Civil War I hate; 

But Virtue blindly follows, led by Fate. 

Anſwer your ſelves, ye Gods, and ſet me free, 


If I am guilty, tis by your Decree. 


And leave the wretched World in endleſs Night; 
If Chaos ſhould in Heav n and Earth prevail, 
And univerſal Nature's Frame ſhould fail, 

What Stoick would not the Misfortune ſhare, 
Nor think that Deſolation worth his Care? 


| Princes and Nations, whom wide Seas divide, 


Where other Stars far diſtant Heav'ns do guide, 


Have brought their Enſi igns to the Roman Side; 
Avert 
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| Avert it, Gods! When barb'rous Ser Hhians come: 
From their cold North, to prop declining Rome, 
That I ſhou'd ſee her fall, and ſit ſecure at home. 
| As an unhappy Sire, by Death undone, 

KRobb' d of his Age's Joy, his only Son, 
Attends him to the Tomb with pious Care, 


To pay his laſt Paternal Office there; 1 
Takes a ſad Pleaſure in the Croud to go, 

| And be himſelf part of the pompous Woe; 

Then waits *till, ev'ry Ceremony paſt, 

His own ſad Hand may light the Pile at laſt. 

So fir d, ſo faithful to thy Cauſe, O Rome, 

With ſuch a Conſtancy and Love I come; 

| Refoly'd for thee and Liberty to mourn, 

And never! never! from your Sides be torn 5 : 
Reſoly'd to follow ſtill your common Fate, 


Andon your very Names, and laſt Remains to wait. 


6 4 | Thus 
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+ Thus let it be, ſince thus the Gods ordain; 
Since Hecatombs of Romans muſt be ſlain, 
Aſſiſt the Sacrifice wich ev'ry Hand, 
And give em all the Slaughter they demand. 
Ol were the Gods contented with my Fall, 
If Cato's Life could anſwer for you all, 


To force from either Side ſome Mortal Blow; 
| 5 | (Foe. & 

And, for my Country's ſake, wiſh to be thought her 
# E!|- To me, ye Romans, all your Rage confine; 


Like the devoted Decius would I go, | 


| | To me, ye Nations from the barb'rous Rhine; 
Let all the Wounds this War ſhall make be mine. 
Open my Vital Streams, and let * em run, | Z 


And tet the Purple Sacrifice attone | ] 
Por all the Ills offending Rome has done. A i 
| If Slayery be all the Factions End, F 


If Chains the Prize for which the Fools contend, | | 


To 
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To me convert the War, let me be ſlain; I -4 
Me, only me, who fondly ſtrive in vain 8 
Their uſeleſs Laws and F reedom to maintain. 

| So may the Tyrant ſafely mount his Throne, 
And rule his Slaves in Peace, when I am gone. 
Howe'er, ſince free as yet from his Command, 
For Pompey and the Common-wealth we ſtand. 
Nor he, if F octune ſhould attend his Arms, 

| Is Proof againſt Ambition's fatal Charms; 
But, urg'd with Greatneſs and Deſire of Sway, 
May dare to make the vanquiſh'd World his Prey. 
Then, leaſt the Hopes of Empire ſwell his Pride, 
Let him remember I was on his Side; 

Nor think he conguertd for himſelf alone, 

To make the Harveſt of the War his own, 
Where half the Toil was ours. So ſpoke the Sage; 
His Words the lining, eager Youth engage 8 
Too much to loveof Arms, and heat of Civil Rad | 
Frans = 
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ritten in a Blank Leaf of Mr. Wal. 

ler Poems, in the Gallery at Al. 
trop; having there ſeen the Lady 
- Pifture, by Van. 
dike. 19 . 


Andibe had Colours, Softneſs, Force, and Art, | 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his Heart 
=_ Waller had Numbers, Fancy, Wit, and Fire, | 
And Sachariſſa was his fond Deſire. 
F Why then at Altrop ſeem her Charms ſo faint, 
nu cheſe Feet Numbers, and that glowing Paint? 
| This happy Seat a fairer Miſtreſs warms; i _ 
The ſhining Off-ſpring has eclips'd her Charms. 
Their diff rent Beauties in one F ace we find, ; 
Soft Amoret with brighter Sachariſſa join'd. 
As high as Nature reach'd their Art could ſoar, F 
But ſhe ne er made a finiſh'd Piece before. 


VER. 
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v E R 8 E S 


Sent to 


Dr. GARTH 


IN HIS 


ILLNESS. 


8 


By Mr. GRANVILL. 


Achaon Sick! In ev'ry Face we find 
His Danger is the Danger of Mankind, 
| Whoſe Art protecting, Nature could expire 


But by a Deluge, or the general Fire. 


More 
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More Lives he ſaves, than periſh in our Wars, 


And, faſter than a Plague deſtroys, repairs. 
The bold Carowler, and adyent'rous Dame, 


Nor fear the Feaver, nor refuſe the Flame; 


Safe in his Skill, from all Reſtraint ſet free, 
But conſcious Shame, Remorſe, or Picty. 


Sire of all Arts, Defend thy darling Sen, 


Reſtore the Man, whoſe Life's ſo much our own; | 
On whom, like Atlas, the W hole World's reclin'd: 


And, by preſerving Garth, preſerye Mankind 


STAN: 


Pn iy. | > payed 4 


| 
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8 TAX 


HIS is the Place, where oft my longing Eycs 


Have Charming Hilvia ſeen! 

Ho in that Inſtant would my Paſſion riſe? 

And with what Tranſports did I meet her then? 

What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move ? 
Have you forgot that you no longer love? 


Here, Chaplets of the choiceſt Flow'rs to mak 85 


The Meads I wander'd oer: 
Which ſhe with tender Looks would bluſhing take 


Or with feign'd Coyneſs make her Kindneſs more. 


What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move? 
| Have you forgot that you no longer love? 


If render Jealouſies diſturb'd my Reſt, 
When c' er my Doubts appear d; 


4 


How 
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How unconcern'dly wou'd ſhe calm my Breaſt ? 
With what Contempt deſcribe the SwainsI fear'd? 

What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move? 


Have you forgot that you no longer love? = | 


Now, conſcious of her Guilt, ſhe ſnuns my Sight; || 
To me ſhe ſhuts her Door; 5 
While worthleſs Hirelings groſly taſte Delight, ⁵ 
And riot in the Charms that I adore. 1 
What means my Heart, at that falſe Name to move? 
Have you forgot that you no longer love? 


UPON 
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UPON AN "vl 


Accidental Meewns. g. 


7 HAT Sight isthat does ev Ty Senſe w_ ? = 
What ſtops my Tongue? what is it firikes Ml 

And in my Breaſt revives extinguiſh'd Fires? i 

| Oh, Hlvia! durſt thou enter in Diſpute! 

| Could thy Guilt ſtand but for one Moment mute! 


And let us calmly talk of paſt Deſires! 


Fear not that I ſhould furiouſly contend 

| My Wrongs to plead, my Actions to defend; 

Or with falſe Colours the Diſpute prolong; 

Rather may ſt thou, F air Nymph, thy Conduct clear, 

| Make, with full Proofs, thy Innocence appear, 
And clearly ſhow that I have done thee Wrong. 


Love, all the Treaſure of my Soul contain'd; 
That TreaſureI confidedinthy Hand, Which 


. * Ss 


w8 The FIFTH PART 

Which thou haſt ſquander'd laviſhly away: 
This is the Point on which the Cauſe we'll try; 
Speak boldly then, which part can'ſt thou ad 
Did 9 8 truſt? or did'ſt not thou betray? 


| Had thou lo all that Avarice deſires; 


Or all that Beauty which the World admires, 
Not both thoſe Loſſes could have chang'd my Mind: 
I could have loy'd thee Indigent and Poor . 

I could have lov'd, tho? Beauty were no more. 


But I muſt hate thee, Faithleſs and Unkind. 


Yet, oh ye Pow'rs! what Torture *cis to part Wh 
i From one ſo deeply rooted in my Heart! 

And with what wretched Proſpect muſt I live? 
Take Courage, Heart! for cou'dſt thou yet return, 


And in ignoble Paſſions meanly burn, 


Tet ſhe has injur' d, and can ne er forgive. 
MIL: 


- : 
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MILTONS STILE. 


Imitsted, in a 


rA NS LAT ION 


„ 


Of a STORY out of che 5 = 


THIRD & NE I D. 


=_ Ga * 


"or Mr. 3 — % 


* 


— 


08 T in * ** Horror of the Night 4 
We ſtruck upon the Coaſt where Etna lyes, A 
Horrid and waſte its Entrails fraught with Fire: 
That now caſts out dark Fumes and pitchy Clouds, 
aſt Show'rs of Aſhes hov ring in the Smoak 971 
Now belches molten Stones and ruddy Flame 
Incenſt, or tears up Mountains by the Roots, 

Or ſlings a broken Rock aloft in Air. 
| — Ml The 
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The bottom works with ſmother'd Fire, involy'd 
In _—_ 5 Stench and Smoak. 


Tis ſaid that Thunder-ftruck Enceladus, 
Grov'ling beneath th incumbent Mountain's weight 
Lyes iretch'd ſupine, Eternal Prey of Flames; h- 
And when he heaves againſt che hurning Load, 
Reluctant to invert his broiling Limbs, | 
A ſudden Earth. Quake ſhoots through all the Iſle, 
And Atna thunders dreadful under Ground, 
Then pours out Smoał in wreathing'Curls convoly'd, 
And ſhades the * Day. 


Here in the ſhelter of the Woods welledg'd, 


And frightod heard firangeSounds and difmalY ells, 


Nor ſaw fromwhencethey came; for all the Night 
A Murky Storm deep low ring Gre our Heads 


3 Hung! imminent, that 2 impervieus Gloom 


Opposd 


pf = — 2 N 
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| Oppos'd it {elf ro Cynthia's Silver Ray, ä 
And ſhaded all beneath: but now the Sun b 
with Orient Beams had chas d the dewy Night ©» i 
From Earth and Heay'n; all Nature ftooddiſclos'd. 
| When looking on the Neighb' ring Woods we ſaw 
The Ghaſtly Viſage of a Man unknown, 
An uncouth Feature, Meager, Pale, and Wild, 
| Afliction's foul and terrible Diſmay 
ste in bis Looks, his Face impair'd and worn 
With Marks of Famine, ſpeaking ſore Diſtreſs. -* | 
His Locks were tangled, and his ſhaggy Beard 
Matted with Filth, in all things elſe a Greek. 


when: * 2 4 
3 


PPP ²˙ 1 ˙¹Ü ct. E 


He firſt adyanc'd in haſte, but when he ſaw 
B Trojans and Trojan Arms, in mid Career 
Stept ſhort, he back recoil'd as one ſurpriz'd: 
But ſoon recoy'ring ſpeed, he ran, he flew 
Precipitant, and thus with piteous Cries | 
_ mm. Our 
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Our Ears aſſail'd: By Heay'n's Eternal Fires, | 
66 By ev'ry God that fits Enthron'd on High, 

ce By this good Light relieve a Wretch forlorn, 

« And bear me hence to any diſtant Shore, 

«So I may ſhun this Savage Race accurſt. 
«Tis true I fought among the Greeks chat late 
ce With Sword and Fire o're-turn*d Neptunian Troy, 
And laid the Labour of the Gods in Duſt; 
For which, if ſo the fad Offence deſerves; 


ö 2 «Plung'd in the Deep for ever let me lye 


/ 


= «© Whelm'd under Seas; if Death muſt be my door, 
Mot Man inflict it, and I die well-pleas'd. 


He ended here, and now profuſe of Tears 
In ſuppliant mood fell proſtrate at our Feet; 
Me bade him ſpeak from whence, and what he was 
| And how by ſtreſs of Fortune ſunk thus low ; 
Anchiſes too with friendly Aſpe& mile 
| : Gaye 
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| Gaye him his Hand, ſure pledge of Amity ; 
| When, thus encourag'd, he began his Tale. 


T m one, ſays he, of poor Deſcent, my Name 
; Is Achæmenides, my Country Greece, | 

| Uly/e's ſad Qompeer, who whilſt he fled - 

| The raging Cyclops, left me here behind 

| Diſconſolate, forlorn; within the Cave 

He left me, Giant Polypheme's dark Cave; 

A Dungeon wide and horrible, the Walls 


| On all ſides fur d with mouldy Damps, and hung 


With Clots of ropy Gore, and human Limbs, 
His dire Repaſt: Himſelf's of mighty ſize, 
Hoarſe in his Voice, and in his Viſage Grim, 
Intractable, that riots on the Fleſſi 

Of Mortal Men, and ſwills the vital Blood. 

| Him did I ſee ſnatch up with horrid Graſp | 
Two ſprawling Greeks, in either Hand a Man; 77 


H 3 


Tue Ciant, gorg'd with Fleſh, and Wine, and Blood, 
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I faw him when with huge tempeſtuous ſway 

| He daſhr and broke em on the Grundſil Edge; 
The Pavement ſwam in Blood, the Walls around 


Lad 6 ” A 


Were ſpatter'd ore with Brains. He lapt the Blood, 
And chew'd the tender Fleſh ſtill warm with Life, I - 
| That fell d and heay'd it ſelf amidſt his Teeth | 
As ſenſible of Pain. Not leſs mean while 
| Our Chief incens'd, and ſtudious of Revenge, 
| ] Plots his Deſtruction, which he thus effects. 


ay ſtretcht at length, and ſhoring in his Den, 
Belching raw Gobbets from his Maw, o're-charg'd 
| [ With purple Wine and eruddl'd Gore confus'd. 
| Wegather'd round, and to his ſingle Eye, 1 
| The ſingle Eye that in his Forchead glar'd 

] Like a full Moon, or a broad burniſhr Shield, 
2 forky Staff we dext*rouſly apply'd, 
Which in the — Socket turning round, 


Scoopt 


3 — — n 
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Scoopt out the big round Gelly from its Orb. 
But let me not thus interpoſe Delays; | 
Fly, Mortals, fly this curſt deteſted Race: 
A hundred of the ſame ſtupendous aun 
A hundred Cyclops live among the Hills, 
| Gigantick Brotherhood, that ſtalk along 


with horrid Strides ore the high Mountains tops, 


Enormous in their Gait; I oft have heard 
Their Voice and Tread, oft ſeen *em as they paſt, 
| Sculking and ſcowring down, half dead with fear. 
Thrice has the Moon waſht all her Orb in Light, 
Thrice trayelPd o're, in her obſcure ſojourn 
The realms of Night inglorious, fince I've liv'd 
Amidſt theſe Woods, gleaning from Thorns and 
A wretched ſuſtenance. As thus he ſpoke, dur a 
We ſaw deſcending from a Neighb'ring Hill 
Blind Polypheme by weary Steps and flow 
The groping Giant with a Trunk of Pine 
H 4  _ Explord | 


1 
5 | . . | . 
Ran through each Nerve, and thrill'd in ev'ry Vein, 
Lill uſing all the force of Winds and Oars 
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Explor'd his way; around, his woolly Flocks 
Attended grazing ; to the well-known Shore 
He bent his Courſe, and on the Margin ſtood, 
A hideous Monſter, terrible, deform'd; 

Full in the midſt of his high Front there gap'd 
The ſpacious hollow where his Eye-ball roll'd, 


J A ghaſtly Orifice: He rins'd the Wound, 


And waſht away the Strings and clotted Blood 


That cak'd within; then ſtalking through the deep 
He Fords the Occan, while the Topmoſt Wave 


Scarce reaches up his middle ſide; we ſtood 
Amaz'd be ſure, a ſudden horror chill - 


We ſped away ; he heard us in our Courſe, 
And with his out-ſtretch*d Arms around him grop'd, 
But finding nought within his reach, he rais'd 


[ Such hideous Shouts that all the Ocean ſhook. [ 


Ey'n 
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Ev'n Italy, tho many a League remote, 
In diſtant Eccho's anſwer'd „ C/Etnaroar'd, 


\ 


Through all its inmoſt winding Caverns roar'd. | 
Rous'd with the ſound, the mighty Family 
Of One- eyd Brothers haſten to the Shore, 

And gather round the bellowing Polypheme, 

A dire Aſſembly: we with eager haſte | 7 

| Work ev'ry one, and from afar beo 
Bf 4 Hoſt of Giants cov'ring all the Shore. 

| So ſtands a Forreſt tall of Mountain Oaks 
Advanc'd to mighty growth: The Traveller 
| Hears from the humble Valley where he rides 
The hollow Murmurs of the Winds that blow 
Amidſt the Boughs, and at a diſtance ſees 
| The ſhady rops of Trees unnumber'd riſe, 
A ſtately Proſpect, waving in the Clouds. 25 | 
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TO 2a” 


L A D Y. 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS.” 


> * * : — 1 — = — 


M 


/ 

UST all my Life in fruitleſs Love he rene! 7 

1 

Too well, my charming Dear, your Pow'r you know, ] ( 
þ 

N 


And never, never will your Heart relent? 


And that which makes you play the Tyrant ſo. 
For ever be the fatal moment curſt, | 
When fondly I confeſs'd my Paſſion firſt. '$ 
on! chat my Flames had never been revea'd, II 
E Oh ! that I now could keep the F ire conceal d. WH 


Reſiſtleſs Love your Victory ſecures N 
And you already know my Soul is yours. A 
It ſhows it ſelf thro? all the forc'd diſguiſe, | Y 


Breaks thro' my Lips, and trembles at my Eyes. 
| | My 
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IMy fluctuating Thoughts will never reſt, 
And know no calm, till harbour d in your Breaſt. 


Relent, at laſt, my cruel Fair relent, 

And liſten kindly to my juſt Complaint. 

Think on the Paſſion that's already paſt, 

Think that the Paſſion will for ever laſt. 5 
| O ſee with what im patient Fires J burn, 

And let your pitying Heart make ſome return. 

My Flames are ſo ſincere, my Love is ſuch, 

Some you ſhould ſhow,---you cannot ſhow too much. 
How bleſt ſhould I in your Poſſeſſion be? 

How happy might you make your ſelf in me? 

No Miſtreſs ever led ſo ſweet a Life, 

As you ſhould in th* exploded thing, a Wife; 
Years ſhould roll round on Years, and Ages move 


In Circles, Crown'd in everlaſting Love. 
Our 


My Blood boils high, and rages to be bleſt, = 
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Our mutual Joys, ſhould like your Charms be new, ' 
And all my buſineſs be to merit you. 

Wbat ſhall J ſay? Lines after Lines rehearſe 


. 


8 


Nought but the fondneſs in the former Verſe. I 
On the dear Theme I could for ever dwell, 1 
For while I ſpeak to you, — | . 


My fault'ring Tongue can never ſpeak farewel. i 
m your cold Breaſt let Love an entrance find, 
And think, oh! quickly think, of growing kind 
My Flames no more with dull IndifPrence treat, 

. Indiff rence is the Lover's hardeſt Fate; 

| But if my Ruin is your fix'd Intent, 

# | Urge it I beg you with a cloſer bent. 

4 | All glimm' rings of the fainteſt Hope remove, : 


Say, that you do not, will not, cannot love. 0 


Extreamly kind, or in extreams ſevere, 
= Make ſure my Bliſs, or mad me with Deſpair. 
i | 


Forbid 
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* forbid me, baniſh me your charming ſight, 


| Shut from my view thoſe Eyes that ſhine ſo bright, 
Shut your dear Image from my Dreams by Night. 
| Drive em ſomewhere, as far as Pole from Pole, 

Let Winds between us rage, and Waters roll; 
| In diſtant Climes let me my Fate deplore, 


In ſome lone Iſland, on a deſart Shore, 


Where I may ſee your fatal Charms no more. 


Jo the ſame. 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 


I Thought in filence to ſuppreſs my Pain, 

I And never ſhow my fond Concern again, 
What ere you ſhow'd; Indifffrence, or Diſdain. = 
But Love's great God the vain reſolve withſtands, 


At once inſpires my Breaſt, and guides my Hands. 
. My 
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My Soul flows out in ev ry Line I write, 
And rolls in N umbers i in my own deſpight. 
Then let me in Poetick Fury break, 

For I can write the things I dare not ſpeak: 
My Tongue ſtill faulters as I move my Suit, 
And awful Love confounds and keeps me mute. 
Out of your Sight 1 can my Wrongs proclaim, 
And with unfetter'd Words confels my Flame, 
Why do you uſe me thus, ingrateful F air? 
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Oppreſs' d with Doubts, yet bury'd *bove Deſpair 


R W 
a= 5 


* r R N * = . 2 ” Page” —_—_ * N 
— * — SEA e As 5 * 
3 * 
CY 
p 


Floating on Wings, with which they us d to fly 
WhO would findeaſe,couldtheybutdrownand die 
Such ſtill has been your conqu'ringBcauty's ” 


Like wounded Fowl upon the Flood I he, 6 


* * — 
Wn 6 


Cruel to wound, not kind to kill outright, 3 
i Be merciful and fave, or ſink me quite. 
Tos not *twixt hope and fear my lab ring Heart, 


11 


Lér: us for ever join, or ever part. 


You 


4 


All this I know; oh! u be the! hn 


Should I be doom d to loſe you after all. 
| But be not by miſtaken Notions led, 
| Nor think that Riches bleſs the N * Bed. 


No Fool of Fortune can your Merit aa ; 
Nor have the Wit and Senſe to love like me. 
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Which you have kindly let me know . a 


From Heav'n, to Hell; 


This ſhall my only. Conſolation be, 
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Oh! vould that you had been but meanly Born,. 
Naked of Friends, abandon'd and fbrlonz 

Left to the World z === then ſhould this wiſh enſue, 
Oh! would I had a World to offer you. 

You know this 1s no falſe Poetick flight, 


You know I feel more than the Mule can write. 


1 4 

* 

12 

Be 

; = 
: 


94 


1 


wy 
7 : 


a FIFTY DURT 
Too well, my cruel Dear, you keep the F ield, 
Too long hold out; tis now high time to yield. 


. * 


Conſent at laſt, to mutual Joys reſign, 
And let the ſmalleſt ſhare of Bliſs be mine; 
Unalterable Love your part ſecures, 


1 My Eren, — all * Soul is * 7 


% 1 beg you, let me how my I Doom at laſt, 


F Nought worſe than Death can come, then all is * 
| But think, and do not make a raſh Decree; 

i Ol think, you never were, nor e're can be, 
80 truely lov'd, as you have been by me. 


— 
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WOMAN 
ALL in ALL 


(threw, 
HEN God a Heav'n, for Diſobediencs; 
| | The tow? ring Satan; he reſoly'd to (tiew 
(By forming Thouſands Happy in his Place) 
How much the W retch deſery'd his Lord's Diſgracez 
F or none, who ſaw his Bounty ſo excel, 


Cou'd doubt his Juſtice, when his Angel fell. 


F The happy Creature; for this Bliſs deſign'd, 
Was Man; ungrateful to a God ſo kind. 

A mighty Chaos, which had long time lain 
In Heaps and Darkneſs, uſcleſs and in vain, 


I 8 (Perhaps, 


uns e FIFTH PART 
(Perhaps, the dread Remains of ſome bold World | 
For Crimes like ours, in juſt Confuſion hurPd J Þ 


For his Reception was prepar'd with ſpeed: 

The Work as ſoon was finiſh'd as decrecd. 

All Things with wond'rou Haſte to Order move; 4 
God long'd to ſee what he deſign'd to love. A 
ver cer he wou'd admit this welcome Gueſt, 


His Care (no leſs than Haſte) his Love expreſt. ' 
© Hekindlyview'd the Work his Word had done 
A Work for Man t' admire, and God to own: 
His Footſtool ſpoke the Grandeur of his Throne. 
Wuat late he bad, himſelf wou'd ſee fulfill'd, 
[ 1 And found a fond Obedience to his Will. 
The Sun was laviſh of its glorious Light, . 
1 The Moon paid cheerful Tribute to the Night; 
4 be glitt ring Stars with Plenty crowd the Sky 
ums uſeful Order, to the careful Eye. ar 


Large 
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Large Troops of Guardian Angels throng the Air, 
Waiting th' Approach of Man, cheir valu d Care: 

The Earth ſeems willing to prevent Deſire; | 


All things to pleaſe th'expeted Lord aſpire. 
The Wood contends for Beauty with the Plain, 


| Yer both ſo fair, that both contend in vain. 
The lofty Mountains boaft their Grandeur, while 
The humble Vallies plead their fruitful Soil. 
Te haughty boiſt rous Sea is proud to name 
| The conſtant Service Man Rom thence will claim; 
While ſmoother gliding Streams are pleas'd to tell 
| What ſoft Delights in their Retirement dwell. 
Ten thouſand pleaſant Flow'rs and Plants attend; 
Each aims a Bleſſing, each attains its End. - 5 
A num'rous Train of Beaſts and Birds appear d 
In various Kinds, for various Ends prepar'd: 
Some form d for Uſe, and ſome for Man's Delight; 
Fond of Employm ent, jealous of their Right. 
1 The 
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The Fiſh contending, haſten to the Soar, 

A willing Sacrifice to Human Pow'r. 

The whole Creation, plentifully ſtor'd 

With various Pleaſures, joins with one Accord, 


Topay a grateful Homage to th' approaching Lord. 


When God had thus perform'd this mighty Task, 
And done for Man much more than Man cou'd ask, 
i With ſacred Hands he form'd his noble F rame; 
| Hefornrd it worthy of the Maker's Name: 
And, that he might his lively Image bear, 


He gave a Soul Immortal to his Care; 


Wich Reaſon, for his Choice of Good and Itt: 
ms Bliſs was ſeated wholly in his Will. 

| And, thus accomplyh'd, does Poſſeſſion take 
Of whit his God provided for his ſake: 

WO Ofcr all the Globe he caſt a pleaſing Eye, 

| To find his Wiſhes cou'd not ſoar too high: 


He 
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e thought, (ſuch Bleſſings dwelt within his Pow'r) | 
SinceMan cou'dask,thatHeay'n cou d grant no more. 
Thus raviſh'd with the Pleaſures of his State, þ 
ne bow'd, and blefs'd the Author of his Fate. 


Ihe kind, indulgent Parent, pleas'd to ſce 

Man's apt Acknowledgment, in Infancy, 

| Into his Nature ſtrictly does enquire, | 

Jo find ſome yet unſatisfy'd Deſire: 

He wiſh'd a freſh Occaſion, to expreſs 

| AFather's Welcome to a Son's Addreſs. 

Nor did his Wiſh in fruitleſs Thought expire; 
He found, at laſt, a ſecret ſtruggling Fire. 
For Man obſerving, from an early Date, 

The Fondneſs ey'ry Creature bore its Mate; 
What pleaſing Tranſports waited on their Love, q 
When o'er the fruitful Plains they us'd'to rove: 1 
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When he obſerv'd with What Humility | 
The pow'rful Male wou'd court the weaker She; 


W hat cheerful Proofs, from time to time, he gave, 


Ho fond to ſerve, how proud to be her Slave; 


He ſoon concludes, ſuch Bondage largely ſtor'd 
With Charms, beyond what Freedom cou'd afford: 


Repines, to find fo partial a Decree, 1 70 
And ſighs, and mourns his hated Liberty. 


But all his penſive Thoughts retir'd with ſpeed, | 


For Heay'n was ready at his time of Need; 
Wich Bleſſings form'd to all he cou'd require; 
WW They differ only that ch exceed Deſire. 5 


While on 2 ſhady River's Bank he lyes, | 


Oppreſs d with careful Thoughts, and weary'd Eyes, 
4 A gentle Slumber yields a kind Relief, 
And brings a charming Period to his Grief. 


Wo- 
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Woman, the choice Reſerve of God aboye, 
The largeſt Inſtance of his Pow'r and Loye, 
| Woman, that ey'ry Soul with Love inſpires, 10 
The welcome Mover of that pleaſing Fire, 0 
Woman, the happy Centre of Deſire, 

| Was form'd that Moment; and was kindly ſent 
| To yield his waking Hour his Soul's Content. 

| Inſpir'd with Love, ſhe haſten'd where he lay, 

| To bring the cheerful Tidings of the Day; 

With youthful Modeſty approach'd his Side, 

| She bluſh'd, to find the Longings of a Bride; 

Still when he moy'd her trembling Hopes prevail'd, 
Her Love inereas d, but Reſolution fail'd: 
Such various Paſſions of her Mind partake, 
She ſtill wou'd have him ſleep, yet longs that heſhou'd 


| While Hope and Fear are ſtruggling in her Breaſt, 
He, cloy'd with his Repoſe, and tir'd with Reſt, = 
I 4 | From 


wake. 


| 13: The FIFTH PART 


From Nature's earthy Pillow rais'd his Head, 


Indulging various Thoughts his Dreams had bred, 
Of kind Decrees, that late in Heav'n were ſign'd, 
T o blaſt his Troubles, and content his Mind. 
Ideas infinite his Soul inflam'd, 


Yet none ſo Fair as her whom God had fr am'd, 


The blooming Virgin, till attending by, 
With all her Charms diſplay*d, at length drew nigh, 


Wuile he ſurpriz'd, at what he thinks Divine, 


Starts from his Place, and modeſtly declines. 


WW Yet cer he could retire, ſhe fix'd her Dart; 


Not all his awful Thoughts could guard his Heart; 


[ p Such Charms he ſaw, that whatſoc'er ſhe prov? d, | 


He had been more than Man, had he not loy'd. 
Pleas'd with his Stay, yet lik'd to ſee him Fly, 


WO Since it declar'd ſuch Pow'r was in her Eye. 


But 


But Love, Almighty Love, prevail'd at length, 
Upon a poor defenceleſs Virgin's Strength; 
Her willing Feet her longing Arms obey d, 
Her fond Purſuit her yeilding Heart betray'd: 
Swift as her Wiſhes to his Arms ſhe flies; 


Where late ſhe vanquiſh'd, ſhe becomes the Prize, & 


And he repays the Conqueſt of her Eyes. 


Now all's on Fire, no Bounds our Lovers know, 
| The pleaſing Tide of Love begins to flow; 

Claſp'd in each others Arms they preſs; they kiſs, 
Conſume in Pleaſure, and diſſolve in Bliſs. ne 


Their Souls, tranſported with their pleaſing Strife, iſ 


| Are loſt, and wander to the Verge of Life; 
Each Part partakes of N ature's kind Decree, 
All's cloath'd in Joy, and rapt in Extaſie. 


| 


Hae 
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134 The FIFTH PART 


Here reſt, my Muſ e, here leave the happy Pair, 
Decline the mournful Tale of their Deſpair; 


Leave their Misfortunes to another's Care. 


Let thy perpetual Entertainments be, 

Of Lovers happy to Eternity: 

Of Love, that no ambitious Force can ſhake; 

Of Love, triumphant, tho? the World's at ſake; 
Let ev'ry thing thou ſay'ſt, contribute ſtil! 


| T' increaſe the Ardour of that Flame I feel. 


For Happineſs is weigh'd by Love alone, 
By too much Liberty we are undone, 
None'struly wretched, but whoſe Heart's his own. 


TO W 


IL 0 * BY 
INDIFFERENCE. 


| Elcome, thrice welcome to my frozen Heart, 


Thou long departed Fire; 
How cou'dſt thou ſo regardleſs be, 
Of one ſo true, ſo fond as me, 
Whoſe early Thought, whoſe firſt Deſires 
| Were pointed all to Thee: 
When in the Morning of my — 
Thy Empire firſt began, 
Pleas'd with the Proſpect of thy Sway, 
Into thy Arms L ran; 
Without reſerve my willing Heart I gave, 


Proud that I had my Freedom loft, | 
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136 Ide FIFTH PAR of 
Contending which I ought to boaſt, 
7 making thee a n or my ſelf a Slave. 


Still I am form'd co Execute thy Will, 
By me declare thy Pow'r and Skill 
My Heart already by thy Fire f 
Is fo prepar'd, is ſo refin'd, 
There's nothing left behind 
But infinite Deſire. | 


O! wou'dſt thou touch that lovely Maid, 
(Whoſe Charms and thine I have obey'd) 
With ſuch another Flame, 


— fea! Fo! om” 


The Heav'n that would appear in me, 

Would ſpeak ſuch Goodneſs dwelt in Thee, 
Thy Bow, thy Art 

8 No more need guide thy Dart; * B 

Vo Heart ſo ſtubborn, but at that would aim. I 


. 


ON 
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ON THE 


b E A T H 


OF THE 


| Marquis of Blandford. 


10 early bloom' d, and ſo untimely dy'd 


The Darling of the Court, his Parent's Pride; 


A lofty Name, a Fortune unconfin'd, | 

The ſweeteſt Temper, the moſt hopeful Mind; 
| The Muſes with the Graces ſeem'd to join, 

And Manly Wit appear'd in Form Divine. 


As fragrant Flow'rs, that late adorn d the Field, 


By Clowns rude Feet oppreſs'd, their Glories yield: 


duch are the Toys to which vain Mortals truſt, 
They fade, they wither, they conſume to Duſt. 
Unhappy 
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138 De FIFTH PART 
Unhappy Parents ! now, as "IE act; 


While here they flatter, while they there detract, 


ance even thoſe, who FOE for Cauſe to blame, 


You toil'd with publick, more than private Aim: 
Since thedcarYouth that did your Thoughts enſlaye 
Lyes calm and careleſs in the ſilent Grave. 


Vaſt is the Loſs that does your Souls oppreſs, 
Yet firm; undaunted Courage makes it leſs : 
Here great Examples your Remarks deſerve; 

Nor is there greater than the Queen you ſerve: 
Reflect, when Death her fondeſt Hopes beguil'd; 
An only Son, and that an only Child; 

| Tho' raging Paſſions tore her tender Mind, 

N She griey'd as Woman, but as Saint reſign'd. 
While your Misfortunes kindly to repair, 
Heay'n leaves four blooming . divinely Fair, 


140 
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PROLOGUE 
Spoken at the 


W 


Subſcrib'd to 7 _ 


| Qualicy of England. 


Here Harmony and a Beauty reign; 


Who can ſupport the Pleaſure or the Pain? 

Here their ſoft Magick thoſe two Syrens try, 
And, if we liſten, or but look, we die; 

Why ſhould we the Romantick Tales admire, 

Of Orpheus Numbers, or Amphior's Lyre, 

Of Walls erected by Harmonious Skill, 

How Mountains moy'd,and rapid Streams ſtood ſtill? 

Behold 


— — «ab „ — 
EF R 


1% We FIFTH PART 
Behold this Scene of Beauty, and confeſs 
The Wonder greater, but the Fiction leſs. 
We like religious Victims are decreed, 
To worſhip thoſe bright Altars where we bleed. 
The Braveſt need not bluſh to tremble here; 


Triumphant Love can make more Slaves than Feat 


N 0 Faction, Homage to the Fair denies; \ 
= The Right Divine's apparent in their Eyes: 
Empires endure when founded on Deſires | ( 
And Flames that Veſtals guard can neer expire. Y 
ſ 
THE By 
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Beginning the Seventh BOOK of 
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HE Argonauts now ſtemm'd the foaming Tide, 


And to Arcadia's Shore their Courſe apply'd; & | 
Where ſightleſs Phinens ſpent his Age in Grief, * 
But Boreas's Sons engage in his relief; 
And thoſe unwelcome Gueſts, the odious Race 
Of * from the Monarch's Table chaſe. 
1 | With 
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ga The FIFTH PART 

With Faſor then they greater Toils ſuſtain, 
And Phaſis ſlimy. Banks at laſt they gain. 

Here boldly they demand the Golden Prize 

Of Seythia's King, who ſternly thus replies: 
That mighty Labours they muſt firſt o ercome, 
Or fail their Argo thence unfreighted home. 


Mean while Medea, ſeiz'd with fierce Deſire, 
By Reaſon ſtrives to quench the raging Fire; 
But ſtrives in vain !--Some God ſaid ſhe) withſtand 
And Reaſon's baffl· d Council countermands. 

[ What unſeen Pow'r does this Diſorder move? Ill 
= *Tis Love, ----at leaſt tis like what Mcn call Love. T 


| 6 Elſe wherefore ſhau'd the King's Commands appex A 


; Io me too hard?---But ſo indeed they are. 80 
| Why ſhou'd J for a Stranger fear, left he W 
Shou'd periſh, whom I did but latcly lee? 


His Death or en what are they to me? 
"I | Wretch 


F 


[ 


ly 


Wretch, from thy Virgin-Breaſt chis Flame expel, 


Why, Royal Maid, ſhou'dft thou deſire to wed 


thy Native Land, tho” barb'rous, can preſent 
A Bridegroom worth a Royal Bride's Conſent : | 
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and ſoon----Oh cou'd I, all wou'd then be well! 
But Love, reſiſtleſs Love my Soul invades ; 
Diſcretion this, Affection that perſwades. 

[ ſee the Right, and I approve it too, 

Condemn the Wrong, --- and yet the Wrong purſue. 


A Wanderer, and court a Foreign Bed? 


And whether this Advent'rer lives or dies, 
In Fate and F ortune's fickle Pleaſure lies. 

Yet may he live! for to the Pow'rs above, 

A Virgin, led by no Impulſe of Love, 

So juſt a Suit may, for the ouileleſs, move. 
Whom wou'd not Jaſon's Valour, Youthand Blood 
[lavite? or cou'd theſe Merits be withſtood, 
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14 The FIFTH PART 


At leaſt his charming Perſon muſt encline 


| The hardeſt Heart----I'm ſure tis ſo with mine! 4 
Yet, if I help him not, the flaming Breath 5 
Of Bulls, and Earth-born Foes muſt be his Death. 8 

Or, ſhould he through theſe Dangers force * 1 

At laſt he muſt be made the Dragon's Prey. 5 

If no Remorſe for ſuch Diſtreſs I feel * 

I am a Tygreſs, and my Breaſt i is Steel. 7 

Why do I ſcruple then te ſec him lain, 8 

And with the Tragick Scene my Eyes prophane? 5 

1 My Magick's Art employ, not to aſſwage ly 
| The Salvages, but to enflame their Rage? " 
His Earth-born Foes to fiercer Fury move, " 
And acceſſary to his Murder prove? B; 
3 The Gods forbid----But Pray'rs are idle Breath, 2 
+ When Action only can prevent his Death. W 
| Shall I betray my Father and the State, 1. 


To intercept a rambling Hero's Fate; Fo 
| | Who 
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Who may ſail off next Hour, andſav'd from Harnis 


By my aſſi ſtance, bleſs another's Arms??? 
Whilſt I, not only of my Hopes * | 

But to unpity'd Puniſhment am left. 

Er he is falſe let the ingrateful Bleed 


But no ſuch Symptom in his Looks J read. 


Nature wou'd tier have laviſh'd ſo much Grace 


Upon his Perſon, if his Soul were baſe. 
Beſides, he firſt ſhall plight his Faith, and ſwear 


By all the Gods; what therefore can'{t thou fear? 


Medea haſte, from Danger ſet him free, 
Jaſon ſhall thy Eternal Debtor be. | 


And thou, his Queen, with Sov'raign Shut enſtall'd, ; 


By Grecian Dames the Kind Preſerver call d. 


Hence idle Dreams, by Love- ſick Fancy bred! 


Wüt thou, Medea, by vain Wiſhes led, 
To Siſter, Brother, F ather bid adieu? 
Forſake my Country's Gods and Country too? 
K 3 N 
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My Father's harſh, my Brother but a Child, 

My Siſter rivals me, my Country's wild, 

And for its Gods, the greateſt of *em all 

Inſpires my Breaft, and I obey his Call. 

That great Endearments I forſake, is true, 

But greater far the Hopes that I purſue : | 

The Pride of having ſav d the Youths of Greece, 

(Each Life more precious than our Golden Fleece;) 

A nobler Soil by me ſhalt be poſſeft, | 
I ſhall fee Towns with Arts and Manners bleſt, | 
And, what I prize above the World beſide, - 

Enjoy my Faſon----and when once his Bride 
Be more than Mortal, and to Gods ally'd. 


1 They talk of Hazzards J muſt firft ſuſtain, 
Of floating Hands juſtling in the Main; 


Our tender Barque expos'd to dreadful ſhocks 
Of fierce Charybdis Gulf, and gls Rocks, 


Where 
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Where breaking Waves in whirling Eddies rowl, 


And ray'nous Dogs that in deep Caverns howl : 
Amidſt theſe Terrors, while I lye poſſeſt 
Of him I love, and lean on Jaſon's Breſt, 
| In Tempeſts unconcern'd I will appear 
| Or, only for my Husband's ſafety fear. | 
Didft chou ſay Husband? ---can'ſt thou ſo deceive | 
Thy ſelf, fond Maid, and thy own Cheat believe? 
n yain thou ſtriv' to Varniſh ore thy Shame, 
And grace thy Guilt with Wedlock's ſacred Name. 
Pull off the coz'ning Maſque, and oh! in,time 
Diſcover, and avoid the fatal Crime. 
he ceas'd---the Graces now, with kind ſurprize, * 
And Virtue's lovely Train, before her Eyes $ 
Preſent themſelves, and vanquiſh'd Cupid flies. 


She then retires to Hecate's Shrine; that ſtood - 
Far in the Covert of a ſhady Wood: 
K 4 
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She finds the Fury of her Flames aſlwag'd, 
But, ſeeing Jaſon there, again they rag'd. 


Bluſhes and Paleneſs did by turns inyade 
Her tender Checks, and ſecret Grief betray'd. 
As Fire, that ſleeping under Aſhes lyes, | 


So flam'd the Virgin's Breaſt 8 


Freſh-blown and rouz'd, does up in Blazes rife, 


, 
N 


if New kindled by her Lover's ſparkling Eyes. 


1 Diſplay' d an Air fo pleaſing as might charm 
f ( A Goddeſs, and a veſtal's Boſom warm. 

\ | | Her raviſht Eyes ſurvey him o're and o're, 
U As ſome gay Wonder never ſeen before; 

W Tranſported to the Skies ſhe ſeems to be, 
And thinks ſhe gazes on a Deity. 


| j And did with tender Words her Aid demand, 


1180 
For Chance, that Day, had with uncommon Grace | 
Adorn'd the lovely Youth, and through his Face 


But when he ſpoke, and preſt her trembling Hand, 


11 
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With Vows and Oaths to make her ſoon his Bride; 
She wept a Flood of Tears, and thus reply'd. 
I ſee my Error, yet to Ruin move, | 


Nor owe my Fate to Ignorance, but Love: 


K Your Life I'll guard, and only crave of you 


To ſwear once more. and to your Oath, be true. 
| He ſwears by Hecate he would all fulfil, 

And by her Grandfather's prophetick Skill, 

| By ev*ry thing that doubting Love cou'd preſs, 
| His preſent Danger, and deſir'd Succeſs. 


She credits him, and kindly does produce | 
Enchanted Herbs, and teaches him their uſe; 
Their Myſtick Names and Virtues he adnures, 
And with his —_— joyfully retires. 
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ENQUIRY 


AFTER 


c U VA D. 


From the Greek of Moſchus. 


Wood, 


I TH a loud Voice, thro' ev* ry Field — 


The Queen of Love her wand'ring Son put- 


| Who-e're, (ſays ſhe) the wanton Vagrant meets, 


Loyt'ring about, or playing in the Streets, 


Let 


of MISCELLANY POEMS 1. 
Let him to me the joyful News convey, 
And I'll with Kiſſes all his Care repay. 
But he who ſhall reſtore the ſtragling Boy 
To his glad Mother, ſhall my ſelf enjoy; 
| Not only Kiſſes to him will J give, 
But he ſhall thoſe, and ſomething more receive. 
He's eaſie to be known, him you may tell 
| From twenty others, he's remarkable: 
| His Body much reſembles Fire, not White, 
His Eyes are Flames, and piercing as the Light. 
Words drop like Hony from his Lips, his Mind | 
Is way*ring and unconſtant, as the Wind. 
A double dealing Knave, he's full of Tricks, 
And never thinks one Word of what he ſpeaks. 
When vext, revengeful, and at Miſchief glad, 
Exaſp'rating with Jeers the Wounds he made. 
His Golden Hair in neateſt Braids hang down 
His Shoulders, but his Looks do ſeem to frown. 

His 


12 De FIFTH PART 
His Hands are ſmall, pe Darts they throw 
80 far, they wound the dusky King below. 
Slave to no place, from this to that he flies, 
And in all Hearts the lurking Villain lies. 

Nor does his Power on one Man vainly fall, 
Ne blindly ſhoots his unſeen Shafts at all. BET 
Both Heav'n and Earth his guided Arrows Pierce, 
And wound the Monarch of the Univerſe. 
There's none but feel his mighty Pow'r, ev'n I 
Have no Exemption from his Tyranny. 

=_ Phevus himſelf, who has ſuch ſtore of Heat, 
Wyoſe genial Warmth doth living things beget; 
once my little Rover ſtirs Deſire, 

= Rages and burns with new contracted Fire. 

| | Therefore who e' re thou art that tak'ſt the Boy, 
Pray bind him faſt, and all thy skill employ 

To bring him home z ne*'re mind his Childiſh Tears, 


W (The Rogue is witty far above his Years) 
__ :- But 
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But if he ſeem well-pleas'd, and ſmile, beware; 
His Smiles are Treaſon, ev'ry Look's a Snare. 
All his fair Words (like foul Infection) ſhun, 
And from his Gifts as from Deſtruction run; 
| His burning Arrows, and envenom'd Breath, 


Aud ev'ry thing he has, is ſtampt with Death. 
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A Valour fatal to the Enemy, 
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TO HER 
ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE | 


DUTCHESS of TORK, 
ON THE 
SEA VICTORY gain d by the Duxy, 


June 3. 1665. And on her Fourney after. 
* into the North. 


By Mr. DR T DE N. 


1— — 2 
* a _ "4 aa. —T} 


MADAM, 
Hen, for our ſakes, your Heroe you reſign'd 


To ſwelling Seas, and ev'ry faithleſs Wind; 


| When you releas'd his Courage, and ſet free 


. You 
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You lodg'd your Country's Cares within your Breſt | 
(The Manſion where ſoft Love ſhould only reſt:) 
And e're our Foes abroad were overcome, 

The nobleſt Conqueſt you had gain'd at home. 


I Ah, what Concerns did both your Souls divide! 


Your Honour gave us what your Love deny'd: 
And *twas for him much caſter to ſubdue 

Thoſe Foes he fought with, than to part from you. 
{ That glorious Day, which two ſuch Navies ſaw, 
As each, unmatch'd, might to the World give Law. 
| Neptwne, yet doubtful whom he ſhou'd obey, 

Held to them both the Trident of the Sea: 

The Winds were buſh'd,theWavesinranks were caſt, 
As awfully as when God's People paſt : 

Thoſe, yet uncertain on whoſe Sails to blow, 
Theſe, where the Wealth of Nations ought to flow. 
| Then with the Duke your Highneſs rul'd the Day: | 
While all the Brave did his Command obey, 2 
The Fair and Pious under you did pray. 
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| How pow'rful arechaſt Vows! the Wind and Tide, 


| You brib'd to Combat on the Engliſh ſide. 
Thus to your much loy'd Lord you did convey 


An unknown Succour, ſent the neareſt way. 


New Vigor to his wearied Arms you brought, 
(So Moſes was upheld while Iſrael fought?) 

While, from afar, we heard the Cannon play, 
Like diſtant Thunder on a ſhiny Day. 


For abſent Friends we were aſham'd to fear, 


* 


When we conſider' d what you ventur'd there. 


2 


| Ships, Men and Arms, our Country might reſtore, 
But ſuch a Leader cou'd ſupply no more. 


With gen'rous Thoughts of Conqueſt he did burn, 
Let fought not more to vanquiſh than return. 
Fortune and Victory he did purſue, 


—— xj wy _ =» mo 


To bring them, as his Slaves, to wait on you. 
Thus Beauty raviſt'd the Rewards of Fame, 

Z And the Fair triumph'd when the Brave o'recame 
— | n 


„Then, as you meant to ſpread another way 

By Land your Conqueſts far as his by Sea, | 
Leaving our Southern Clime, you march d along 
The ſtubborn North, ten thouſand Cupids ſtrong. 
Like Commons the Nobility reſort, 


To welcome your approach the Vulgar run, 

Like ſome new Envoy from the diſtant Sun. 

And Country Beauties by their Lovers 80, 4 
Bleſſing themſelves, and won@'r ring at the'Show. 

So when the N ew-born Phenix firſt is ſeen, TN 

Her feather'd Subjects all adore their Queen. + 


And, while ſhe makes herProgreſs thro? the Eaſt, . 


From cy*ry Grove her num'rous Train's increaſt: 
Each Poet of the Air her Glory Sings, 
Androundhimthe pleas'd Audienceclap theirWings. 
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In crowding heaps, to fill your moving Court: | . e 
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Ellcome, thou God of Light and Heat, 
| Where haſt thou made thy long Retreat? 
Thou tak''ſt Delight in Indian Climes to ſtay, 
And ſtill the happy Eaſt 
Is with thy longeſt Preſence bleſt 5 ( 


&” au 


Or elſe perhaps in Am'rous Play, 
Beneath th' immortal Greens of Tempe's Grove, 

While feebler Hands thy Chariot drove, 

2 © - | H aft 
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Haſt loiterd with ſome Object of thy Love: 
Or haſt thou been in Mines below, 
Where Pearls and Infant Diamonds grow? 
(For they their Birth to thy kind influence owe.) 
But ſay where-eyer thou haſt been,” 
In all thy Walks thro* Earth or Skies, 
Are any Wonders thou haſt ſeen 
So dazling bright as fair Francelia's Eyes? 
| e 
Does Arabia's Spicy Coaſt | 
Half fo rich an Odour boaſt? 
Or can Fava's perfum'd Air 
With her fragrant Breath compare? 
But why ſhou'd I to ſpeak of her, 
Confine thee to the ſpace'of one revolving Year? 
Thou thy glorious Race haſt run, 
Ever ſince the World begun 


Ls: Thou 
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Thou ſaw'ſt when Venus from the Billows rofe, 
| Twas thou firſt kiſs d her Coral Mouth, 


(DidtheyoungGoddeſs then more Charms diſcloſe?) 


And bleſt her with Eternal Youth 2 1 77 


Had her Mien ſo good a Grace? 
Was ſuch Sweetneſs in her Face? | 
She muſt yield her Rival place,; 
Her mighty Rival can inſpire . 
Higher Joys and fiercer Fire. 


Francelia can alone diſpence 


Every Charm to ey'ry Senſe 


Muſick lives upon her Tongue, 


And when ſhe ſtrikes our raviſh d ſight, 
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One poliſh'd Beam of thy own Mid-day Light. 
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Let other Nymphs with Art and Pains 
Some poor unwary Heart betray, 


While . 
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While ſhe, diffuſs'd like thy own Brightneſs, reigns, 


And rules Mankind with = Sway. 4 0 
Conſenting N ations i in ber Praiſe agree, 0 7 
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[join with them, but want her Mercy more; | 
For the: alike we yander and adore, 
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& Vet none can love Uke me. 
Nature, * firſt ſne took me from the Womb, 
Thus ſmiling deſtin'd all my Days to come; 
| Scepters, the | ſaid, I give to other Hands, 7 


* 
* * 


Thy? Wreaths of Empire are Francelia' s Bands; 
My darling Son, and moſt diſtinguiſh'd Care, 
| For thee this double Portion I prepare, 

Thou glorious thou, Francelia' 5 Chains ſbalt wear. 
And from this early moment to thy Grare 8 
Be greater far than 23 for thou'rt W 8 
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Dreadfil Plague from: angry Juno came, 


To ſcourge the Land that bore her Rival“ 
(Name; 


Before her fatal Anger was reveal'd, 
And teeming Malice lay as yet conceal'd, 
All 
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All Remedies we try, all Med'cines uſe, 

Which Nature cou'd ſupply, or Art produce; | 
Th unconquer'd Foe derides the vain Deſign, 
And Art and Nature foil'd declare the Cauſe Divine. 


At firſt we only felt th? oppreſſive weight 


Of gloomy Clouds, then teeming with our Fate, 


And lab'ring to diſcharge unactive Heat: 

But &'re four Moons alternate Changes knew, 
With deadly Blaſts the fatal South-wind blew, * 1 
Infected all the Air, and poiſon'd as it fle. 
Our Fountains too a dire Infection yield, 
For crowds of Vipers creep along the Field, 
And with polluted Gore, and baneful Steams, 
Taint all the Lakes, and venom all the Streams, 
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The young Diſeaſe with milder force began, 
And rag'd on Birds and Beaſts, excuſing Man. 
| L 4 The 
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Ihe lab' ring Oxen fall before the Plow, 
TY unhappy Plow-men ſtare, and wonder how: 


The tabid Sheep, with ſickly Bleatings, pines, 
Its Wool decreaſing, as its Strength declines : 
The Warlike Steed, by inward Foes compell'd, 
Neglects his Honours, and deſerts the Field, 
Uanety'd and languid ſeeks a baſe Retreat, 
And at the Manger groans, but wiſn'd a nobler Fate: 
The Stags forget their ſpeed, the Boars their rage, 


1 Nor can the Bears the ſtronger Herds engage 


A gen ral Faintneſs does invade em all, 

Andi in theWopds and Fields promiſcuouſly they fall 
The Air receives the Stench, and (ſtrange to fay) 
The ray*nous Birds and Beaſts avoid the Prey: 
Th! offenſive Bodies rot upon the Ground, 

| And ſpread the dire Contagion all around. 

| But now the Plague, grown to a larger ſize, 


Riots on Man, and ſcorns a meaner Prize. 


In- 
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Inteſtine Heats begin the Civil War. 
And Fluſhings firſt the latent Flame declare, 
And Breath inſpir'd, which ſeem'd likefiery ayes 
Their black dry Tongues are ſwell'd, and Green can 


And ſhort thick Sighs from panting Lungs are drove; 
They gape for Air, with flatt'ring Hopes t' abate 


Their raging Flames, but that augments their Heat; 


No Bed, no Cov'ring can the Wretches bear, + 
But on the Ground, expos'd to open Air, | 


They lye, and hope to find a pleaſing coolneſs there. 
The ſuff'ring Earth, with that Oppreſſion curſt, 
| Returns the Heat which they imparted firſt. 

In yain Phyſicians would beſtow their Aid, 
Vain all their Art, and uſeleſs all their Trade; 
And they, evn they, who' fleeting Life recall, 
F cc] the ſame Pow'rs, and undiſtinguil'd fall. 
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166 ' The FIFTH PART 

If any proves ſo daring to attend 

His ſick Companion, or his darling Friend, 

Th' officious Wretch ſucks in contagious Breath, 

And with his Fricnd docs ſympathize in Death. 
And now the Care and Hopes of Life are paſt, 

They pleaſe their Fancies, and indulge their Taſt; 

At Brooks and Streams, regardleſs of their Shame, 

Each Sex, promiſcuous, ſtrives to quench their Flame; 

Nor do they ſtrive in vain to quench it there, 

For Thirſt and Life at once extinguiſh'd are. 

Thus in the Brooks the dying Bodies ſink, 

But heedleſs ſtill the raſh Survivers drink. = 8 


So much uneaſie Down the Wretches hate, 
They fly their Beds to ſtruggle with their Fate; | - 
But if decaying Strength forbids to riſe, - =... 

The Victim crawls and rolls *till on the Ground he 


Each 
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Fach ſhuns his Bed, as each wou'd ſhun;his Tomb, 
And thinks th' Infection only lodg'd-at home. 


Here one, with fainting ſteps, does ſlowly creep 
O're Heaps of Dead, and ſtraight augments a Heap; 
Another, while his Strength and Tongue prevail'd, 
Bewails his Friend, and falls himſelf bew-ail d: "IF 
This with imploring Looks ſurveys the Skies, : 3 
The laſt dear Office of his cloſing Eyes, 
But finds the Heay'ns implacable, and dies. 


| 


What now, ah hat employ d my troubled Mind? 
But only hopes my Subjects Fate to fin. 
What Place ſoe' re my weeping Eyes ſurvey ß 
There in lamented Heaps the Vulgar lay 'i/ 
As Acorns ſcatter when the Winds prevail. 
Or mellow Fruits from ſhaken Branches fall. 
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Fou ſee that Dome which rears its Front ſo high: 
'Tis facred to the Monarch of the Sky; 

How many there, with unregarded Tears, 
And fruitleſs Vows, ſent up ſucceſsleſs Pray'rs ? 
There Fathers for expiring Sons-implor'd, 
And there the Wife bewail'd her gaſping Lord; 
With Pious OfPrings they'd appeaſe the Skies, 
But they, ere yet the attoning Vapours ric, - 
Before the Altars fall, themſelves a Sacrifice: 
They fall, while yet their Hands the Gums contain, | 
The Gums 1 but their Offꝰrers ſlain. 


C py > 
. dig. 


The deſtin- d Ox, wich holy ne Conan 


Prevents the Blow, and feels an unexpected Wound: 
When I my ſelf invok d the Pow'rs Divine, 
Io drive this fatal Peſt from Me and Mine; 
When now the Prieſt with Hands -uplifted ſtood, 
Prepar'd to ſtrike, and ſhed the ſacred Blood, 
=_— Ill 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 169 
The Gods themſelves the mortal Stroke beſtow, 
The Victim falls, but They impart the Blow: . - - 
Scarce was the Knife with the pale pas ſtain' d. 
And no Preſapes cou'd be then obtain'd . 


| From putrid Entrails, where th Infection ene 


Death ftalk'd around with ſuch reſiſtleſs ſway,- 
The Temples of the Gods his Force obey, | / | 
And Suppliants feel his Stroke while yet they pray. 
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Go now, ſaid he, your Deities implore 

For fruitleſs: Aid, for ] defie their Pour. 
Then with a curſt malicious Joy ſuryey'd 
The very Altars, ſtain'd with Trophies of the Dead. 
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Ihe reſt grown mad, and frantick with Deſpair, 
Urge their own Fate, and ſo prevent the Fear. 
Strange madneſs that, when Death purſu'd ſo faſt, 
T anticipate the Blow with impious haſt. 

| No 


to The FIFTH PART 
No decent Honour to their Urns ae paid, 
Nor could the Graves receive the num'rous Dead; 
For or they lay unbury'd on the Ground, 
Or unadorn'd a needy Fun'ral found: 
All Rev'rence paſt, the fainting Wretches fight 
For Fun'ral Piles which were anothers Right. 


VUnmourn'd they fall, for who ſurviv d comourn? 
Ct Sev and Mothers unlamehted barn: 
Parents and Sons ſuſtain an equal Fate, 

And wand ring Ghoſts their kindred Shadows meet. 
The Dead a larger ſpace of Ground require, 
Nor are the Trees ſufficient for the F ire. 


Deſparing under Grief's oppreſſiye weight, 
And ſunk by theſe tempeſtuous Blaſts of Fate, 
O Fove, ſaid I, if common Fame ſays true, 
If ere _,/Zgina gave thoſe Joys to you, 


f 
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If e're you lay enclos'd in her Embrace, 
Fond of her Charms, and eager to poſſeſs; 
OF ather, if you do not yet diſclaim 
Paternal Care, nor yet diſown the Name; 
Grant my Petitions, and with ſpeed reſtore 


My Subjects num'rous as they were before, 


Or make me Partner of the Fate they bore. 


I ſpoke, and glorious Lightning ſhone around, 
And ratling Thunder gave a proſp'rous ſound; + 


So let it be, and may theſe Omens prove 


A pledge, ſaid I, of your returning Love. 


By chance a rev'rend Oak was near the Place, 
Sacred to Fove, and of Dodona's Race, 
Where frugal Ants laid up their Winter Meat, 
Whoſe little Bodies bear a mighty Weight: - 
We ſaw them march along, and hide their ſtore, 
And much admir'd their Number, and their Pow'r; 

Admir'd at firſt, but after envy'd more. | 
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Full of Amazement, thus to Jove I pray'd, _ ., 
O grant, ſince thus my Subjects are decay'd, 0 
As many Subjects to ſupply the Dead. 

I pray'd, and ſtrange Convulſions mov 'd the Oak 
_ Which-murmur'd, tho” by ambient Windsunſhook: | 
My trembling Hands, and ſtiff erected Hair, 
Expreſt-all T okens of uncommon Fear; 

Yet both the Earth and ſacred Oak I kiſt, 

And ſcarce cou'd hope, yet {till I hop'd the beſt; 
For Wretches, whatſoe're the Fates divine, 

| Expound all Omens to their own Deſign 


But now twas Night, wheney'n Diſtraction wear 
A pleaſing Look, and Dreams beguile our Cares. 
Lo] the ſame Oak appears before my Eyes, 


ſ E | IN or alter d in its Shape, nor former Size; 
As many Ants the num'rous Branches bear, 


The ſame cheir Labour, and their frugal Care; 


The 
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The Branches too a like Commotion found, a 
And ack the induſtrious Creatureson the Ground, 
Who, by degrees, (what's ſcarce to be belicy'd) 
A nobler Form, and larger Bulk receiv'd, 
And on the Earth walk'd an unuſual Pace 
With manly Strides, and an erected Face; 
Their num'rous Legs, and former Colour loſt, 


The Inſects cou'd a Human Figure boaſt. 


I wake, and waking find my Cares again, 
And to the unperforming Gods complain, 
And call their Promiſe and Pretences yain. 
Yet in my Court I heard the murm'ring Voice 
Of Strangers, and a mixt uncommon Noiſe: 
But I ſuſpected all was ſtill a Dream, 
Till Telamon to my Apartment came, 


| Op'ning the Door with an impetuous haſt, . 


O come, ſaid he, and ſee your Faith and Hopes ſur- 
4 8 3 
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I follow, and, confus'd with Wonder, view 


Thoſe Shapes which my preſaging Slumbers drew. 


I faw, and own'd and call'd them Subjects; they 
Confeſt my Pow'r, ſubmiſſive to my Sway. 

To Jove, Reſtorer of my Race decay'd, 

My Vows were firſt with due Oblations paid. 

I then divide with an impartial Hand 

My empty City, and my ruin'd Land, 

To give the New-born Youth an equal ſhare, 


And call them Myrmidons, from what they were. 


You ſaw their Perſons, and they ſtill retain 

The Thrift of Ants, tho' now transform'd to Men. 

A Frugal People, and innur'd to ſweat, 

Lab'ring to gain, and keeping what they get. 

Theſe, equal both in Strength and Years, ſhall join 

Their willing Aid, and follow your Deſign, 

With the firſt Southern Gale that ſhall preſent 
To fill your Sails, and favour your Intent. 

Ty 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 175 
T O a 


DOCTOR GIBBONS 


By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS 
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HE Fires that fell in Ages paſt from Heay'n, 
Weretothe charge of Prieſts and Augurs giv'n. 
Life, the moſt active, moſt exalted Fire 
The great creating Godhead could inſpire, 
Breath'd into Man, while yet the World was news 
Is now committed to the Care of you: 
How you diſcharge your Truſt, maintain your Poſt, 
Tho? you are ſilent, I have cauſe to boaſt. 
Again, the riſing Muſe expands her Wings, 
Again prepares to mount, and mounting ſlings. 
M 2 . Again 
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Again wou'd celebrate ſome ſacred Name, 
And chuſes you, who raieU her, for her Theme, 
Lee conſcious Poets, be no longer vain, 
Confeſs your Weakneſs, and your Pride contain; 
Quit your bold Claim, and end your idle Strife, 
It is not yours to give Immortal Life. 

Ev'n you, to him, on all occaſions fly, 
Without whoſe Aid you and your Muſes die. 
His Succour is implor'd, where Wit declines, 
Where Lovers languiſh, and where Beauty pines; 
Where Monarchs faint beneath the weightof Crown 
And ſicken in their Robes on Silver Thrones: 
His ſacred Art, their ſacred Lives ſuſtains, 

And ſtrengthens them again to guide the Reins. 
As Iris enter'd with her Golden Beams 


The Cave of Sleep, and chas'd away the Dreams; 


Diſeaſes ſeem to fly at his approach, 
And cucling Blood keeps meaſure at his touch. 
| | 80 
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Muy Breaſt enlarges, and dilates my Fires. 
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So leaps the Lover's Heart, ſo beats and moves, 
When he lyes folded in her Arms he loves. 

So, influenc'd by the Moon, wide Oceans roll; 
and ſo the Needle trembles to the Pole. 

O Gibbons! I am rais'd; there's nought I ſee -- + 
Above my reach, when thus reviv'd by the. 
Now cou'd I paint a well-diſputed Field, 

Or oraiſe proud Beauties, till I made them yield. 
But Gratitude a diff rent Song requires, 


Life, the firſt Bleſſing Humankind can boaſt, 
Life, which can never be reſtor'd when loſt, 

Endear'd by Health, from Pain and Sickneſs free, 
Is the bleſt Gift beſtow'd by Heay'n and thee: 
How ſhall I then, or Heav'n, or you regard? 
The Care of both has been beyond Reward. 

But grateful Poets, off ring up their Lays, 


(Praiſe. 
Find you content with Thanks, and Heay'n wit: 


M 3 C1 


18 The FIFTH PART 
O! may yourStreamofLife run ſmooth, but ſtrong 
Long may you live,-—that others may live long 
Till healing Plants no more on Mountains grow ; 
Till mineral Waters have forgot to flow, 0 
And paint the Vallies where they glide below; 
While Silver Helicon delights the Taft, 
And while the Muſes facred Mount ſhall laft- 
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Their Songs, for thee, the Sifters ſhall deſign,- 
The grateful Subject of the tuneful Nine; | 
Oft ſhalt thou fill their Songs; L and always mine 
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By Mr. CHARLES HOPKINS. 
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ET other Poets other Patrons chuſe, 

Get their beſt Price, and proſtitute their Muſe. 
With flatt'ring Hopes, and fruitleſs Labour wait, 
And court the ſlipp'ry Friendſhip of the Great: 
Some trifling Preſent by my Lord is made, 

And then the Patron thinks the Poet paid. 
On you, my ſurer, nobler Hopes depend, 


| For you are all I wiſh; you are a Friend. 
From you, my Muſe her Inſpiration drew, 


All ſhe performs, I Conſecrate to you. 
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You taught me firſt my Genius and my Pow'r, 


Taught me to know my own, but gave me more: 


1 Others may ſparingly their Wealth impart, 


But he gives nobleſt, who beſtows an Art. 
Nature, and you alone, can that confer, 


And I owe you, what you your ſelf owe her. 


O!] Congreve, cou'd I write in Verſe like thine, 


Then in each Page, in ev'ry charming Line, 
Should Gratitude, and ſacred Friendſhip ſhine. 
Your Lines run all on eaſie, even Feet; : 5 
Clear is your Senſe, and your Expreſſion ſweet: 
Rich is your Fancy, and your Numbers go 
Serene and ſmooth, as Cryſtal Waters flow. 
Smooth as a peaceful Sea which never rolls, 


And ſoft, as kind conſenting Virgins Souls. 


Nor does your Verſe alone our Paſſions move, 


Beyond the Poet, we the Perſon loye. 


In 


] 
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In you, and almoſt only you, we find 2 
Sublimity of Wit, and Candor of the Mind: 4 
Both have their Charms, and both give that Delight, 
'Tis pity chat you ſhou'd, or ſhou'd not Write: 
But your ſtrong Genius Fortune's Pow'r defies, 
And, in deſpight of Poetry, you riſe. 
To you the Favour of the World is ſrown, 
Enough for any Merit, but your own. | 
Your F ortune riſes equal with your Fame, 
The beſt of Poets, but above the Name. 
0! may you never miſs deſery'd Succeſs, 


But raiſe your Fortunes *till I wiſh them leſs. 
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Here ſhou'd I, not to tire your Patience, end; 
But who can part ſo ſoon, with ſuch a Friend. 
You know my Soul, like yours, without Deſign, 


You know me yours, and I too know you mine. 
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T owe you all I am, and needs muſt mourn, 
My want of Pow'r to make you ſome return. 
Since you gave all, do not a part refuſe, 

But take this ſlender Off ring of the Muſe. 
F riendſhip, from ſervile Int'reſt free, fecures 
= Love, ſi — and PT yours. 


— 


T. NK 


* DRIDEN. 


. 

A Quire of bright Beauties in Spring did appear 
To chuſe a May-Lady to govern the Tone 

| All the Nymphs were in White, and che Shepherdsa 

Tue Garland was giv'n, and Phillis was Queen: 

Bot Phillis refus'd it, and fighing did ſay, 


II not wear a Garland while Pan is away. 
II. While 
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While Pan, and fair Herner, are fled from our Shore, 
The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love i 1s ney more: 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure that warm' d our Deſi ires, 
Has broken his Bow, and extinguiſh'd his Fires; | 
And vows that himſelf, and his Mother, will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return. 
III. 

F orbear your Addreſſes, and Court us no more, 
For we will perform what the Deity ſwore: | 
But if you dare think of deferving our Charms, 
Away with your Sheephooks,and take to your Arms; 
Then Lawrels and Myrtles your Brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan, and his Son, and fair Grin, return 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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* lab'ring Muſe, grown tir'd of ele hurl 


And toſt about, in a tempeſtuous World, 


Prays for a Calm, implores ſome quiet Seat, 


And ſeeks what yours has found, a ſweet Retreat. 


Now 
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| Now your bleſt Fields their Summer Liv'ry wear, y 
Their Fruits your loaden'd Trees in Seaſon bear ; >! 
But Learning flouriſhes throughout the Year. | 
From your full Spring o're Brittain's Iſle it ſtreams, 
ud ſpreads like Ii, when ſhe meets the Thames. 
| Rear'd on her Banks, the Muſes Lawrel grows, 
Adorn'd by yours, adorning others Brows. 
Sweet are her Streams, ſweet the ſurrounding Air, 
| But ſweeter are che Songs ſhe ecchoes there. 


There the Great Ormond's daily Praiſe is ſung, - 


There Addiſon's harmonious Harp is. ſtrung, 
And there Lucretius learnt the Engliſh Tongue. 
Well might I here the large Account purſue, - 


But you have ſtopt me----for I write to you. 


Methinks I ſee the tuneful Siſters ride, 
Mounted like Sea-N ymphs on the ſwelling Tide, 


The 
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| The Silver Swans are ſilent while they play, 


Dryden and Congreve meet them half the way. 
All wafted by their own ſweet Voices move, 
And all is Harmony—— 

And all that's Harmony, is Joy and Love. 
All are in all the tuneful Numbers Skill'd, 
And now Apollo boaſts his Conſort fill d. 


Here liſten while our Engliſs Maro ſings, 


Born like the Mantuan SWan on equal Wings: # 


Mark the great Numbers, mind the lofty Song, 
The Senſe as clear and juſt, the Lines as ſtrong, 


Hark yonder where the Mourning Bride complains, 
And melt with pity at the moving Strains: 
Wait the Concluſion, then allay your Grief, 


Vice meets with Ruin, Virtue with Relief. 
1 Wat 


Auguſta hears their Notes, and puts to Sea, 
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als chirber, and che charming Muſick leads 

jo murm'ring Waters, and enchanting Meads : 

| Mark by the River-ſide, along the Plain J 
The dancing Shepherdeſs, and piping Swain, $: 
Then ſee him take the Kiſs that Crowns his Pain. 


There hearken where the knowing Poet ſings 
Myſterious Nature, and the Seeds of Things; 
How in the teeming Earth hard Metals grow, 


From what far diſtant Fountains Rivers flow, 


What moves the Stars above, and Seas below. 


N ow ſee the charming Conſort ſail along, 
Each tunes his Harp, and each prepares his Song: 
To the Muſzum ſee them all repair, 

And ſee them all receive their Laurels there. 
A learn'd and rev'rend Circle ready ſtands, 
To Crown the Candidates with willing Hands. 
Adrich, 
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Zualden, believe I never chang'd my Friend. 
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Alarich, who can the firſt large Portion boaſt, 


Knows, loves and cheriſhes the Muſes moſt : 
| Who gives ev'n Chriſt's-Church its peculiar Grace 


The firſt in Merit, as the firſt in Place. 
O! Friend, have I not reaſon to complain, 
Of Fate that ſhut me out from ſuch a Train? 


For that, who would not ſhift the Tragick Scene? 


. Tho' tir'd of reſtleſs rambling up and down, | | 
Or a more reſtleſs Settlement in Town: 


Chang'd in the reſt, let this my Love commend, 


From London-Derry, - | | 
Auguſt 3+ 1699. ; | \ f 1 i / 
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CH is the Doom of unrelenting Fate, 
That greateſt Hopes have ſhorteſt Date: f 

Our Pleaſures vaniſn, our Deſigns are croſt, 
And Gifts moſt juftly priz'd are ſooneſt loſt: 

Death has the choice of Things on Earth, 

And, waiting cloſely from their Birth, 
The Pride of Nature ſtill delights to blaſt, 
And, unexvated, will the World out- laſt. 
8 II. The 
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The World, with Bleſſings ill ſupply'd before, 
Is made by one Misfortune poor; 4 
The faireſt Perſon, and beſt temper'd Mind, ] 
And ſharpeſt Wit with ſofteſt Nature join'd; 
Engaging Humòur, weighty Senſe, | 
And Joy, the Gift of Innocence, 
No more in one unrival'd Youth we find; 1 
His Soul i 1 gone in whom thoſe Graces ſſin d. 
III. 


To Heav'n tis gone, ordain'd for Bliſs above; 
Twas here all Harmony and Love: 
There happy live, and while you reſt ſecure ; 
= From all che Pangs your weeping Friends endure, 

oO piey thoſe that mourn below! 

And hear theſe doleful Numbers flow; 

Too mea a Tribute, Ind to bold x Flight; 

| What Muſe can ſoar to your Immortal height? 

| II | IV. Sec 
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dee envious Grief, that ſcarce your Parents knew, 
Still baniſh'd from their ſight by you; 
With diſmal F orce expels their Native Grace, : 
And takes Revenge on all their Beauteous Race: 
It brings rude Horror, wild Deſpair, 
And ſtrikes their Breaſts, and tears their Hair. 
For you they call, for you FI Wiſhes ſend, 
The beſt Relation, and the kindeſt Friend. | 
Tis fruitleſs all: Let Reaſon.now return 
Why ſhou'd the Wiſe ſo vainly Mourn? 
Why ſend Complaints where no Redreſs is found? 
Our Dooms are next, whoſe Years roll ſwiftly round. 


Thou fly'ſt, O Time, to ſtop our Breath, 

Thou faithful Miniſter of Death, 

And we, too blind our Periods to foretel, 

Should dare thy Malice, but employ thee well. 
NZ A 
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SIMONIDES, 


By Mr. TATE. 41: ( 

N various Ways deſigning Mortals move; il 
hut ſtil th · Event is in the Hands of Fove. }f| » 
| ? | Men by tlie poor Retail of Minutes live, 0 
And Fate but lends the Life it ſeems to give: / 
| Tenaits at Will we are to Heay*nly Pow'rs, * 

: And Debtors for the Breath we think is ours. I 


| 
| 
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On Life's wide Ocean diverſly launch'd out, 
Our Minds alike are toſt on Waves of Doubt; 
Holding no ſteddy Courſe, or conſtant Sail, 
But ſhift and tack with evry Veering Gale. 
Bewitch'd by Fairy-hopes, we tug in vain, 
Some flying and inchanted Iſle to gain; 

Till pitying Chance a kind Diſaſter ſends, 

And by a lucky Wreck the fruitleſs Labour ends. 
Tho' Night by Night we find, to our dear coſt, 
Our laſt-ſpent Day, like all the former, loſt, 
lis yet the common Refuge of our Sorrow, 
On the next Day's uncertain Stock to borrow, | 
Till broke with Debts on each Inſolvant Morrow. 


Some run o' Score for Weeks, or Months; and ſome 


Anticipate for Bliſs next Year to come; 
When, Darling-Fav'rites, they at Eaſe ſhall fit 
In Fortune's Lap, and ſee their Wiſhes hit, 
N z i Reyel 5 
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Me 


194 FFF PART 
Revel in Plenty, Pleaſure, Peace, and Mirth 
When lo! before the promis'd Seaſon's Birth 
The weening Mortal dies or has his Breath 
Prolong'd by Sickneſs to a living Death: 

Or (forc'd thro* Camps or diſtant Seas to roam) 
| Seeks Fate Abroad, or found by Fate at Home; 
For Human Life (by Nature's Law afſign'd 
One Entrance) does a thouſand Out- lets find: 
But ſtill the Path to each with Care beſet, 
Moleſting Griefs in ev'ry Paſſage met. 
Whoſe ſtraggling Troops ſince none can always- 
Not to Alarm, or on the Foe to run, * 
Is all that by the Wiſeſt can be done. 

And dext'rouſly our Skill ſhall be employ'd, 


Adding no Griefs to thoſe we can't avoid. 


THE 
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T H E 


V 1 8 F 0 IN. 


By Mrs SINGER. 


WAs in the cloſe Rasa of a Shade, 
A Shade for Sacred Contemplation made; 


No Beauteous Branch, no Plant, or fragrant Flow'r, 
But flouriſh'd near the Fair Delicious Bower: 
With charming State its lofty Arches riſe 

Adorn'd with Bloſſoms, as with Stars the Skies: 


All pure and fragrant was the Air I drew, 


Which Winds thro' Mirtle Groves and Orange blew; | 


Clear Waves along with pleaſing Murmur ruſh, 


And down the artful Falls in noble Cataracts guſh. 75 


Twas here, within this happy Place retir'd, 


Harmonious Pleaſures all my Soul inſpir'd; 
N 4 by 


LA 


1 


hs The FIFTH PART 
I take my Lyre, and try each runeful String, 
Now War, now Love, and Beauty's Force would ſing: 
To Heav'nly Subjects now, in ſerious Lays, 
I ſtrive my faint, unskilful Voice to raiſe: 
But as I unreſoly'd and doubtful lay, 

My Cares in eaſie Slumbers glide away; 


Nor with ſuch grateful Sleep, ſuch ſoothing Reſt, 


And Dreams like this I e' er before was bleſs'd; 
No wild uncouth Chimera's intervene, 


Jo break the perfect intellectual Scene. 


The Place was all with Heav'nly Light o'er-flown, 
And Glorious with Immortal Splendor ſhone, ' 
When! lo a bright Acherial Youth drew near, 
Ineffable his Motions and his Air, 

| A ſoft, benificent, expreſsleſs Grace, 

| „ With Life's moſt florid Bloom adorn'd his Face; 


His 


| 
/ 
| 
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His lovely Brows Immortal Lawrel bind, 


And long his radiant Hair fell down behind, 
HisazureRobes hungfree, and wavingto the Wind. 
kngelick his Addreſs, his tuneful Voice 

Inſpir'd a thouſand elevating Joys: | 

When thus the wond'rous Youth his Silence broke, 


| And with an Accent all Celeſtial ſpoke. 


To Heav'n, nor longer pauſe, deyote thy Songs, 
To Heav'n the Muſe's ſacred Art belongs; 
Let his unbounded Glory be thy Theme, 
Who fills th* Eternal Regions with his Fame; 
And whenDeath's fatal Sleep ſhall cloſe thine a 
In Triumph we'll attend thee to the Skies; 5 
Well Crown thee there with everlafting Bays, 
And teach thee all our celebrated Lays. 
This ſpoke, the ſhining Viſion upward flies, 
And darts as Lightning thro? the cleaving Skies. 
UPON 
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UPON 


, Young Mr. Rogers 


OF 


GLOCESTERSHIRE 


By Mr. DR T D E N. 


** 


Ps gentle Blood, his Parents only Treaſure, 
TheirlaſtingSorrow,and their vaniſh*dPleaſure, 
Adorn'd with Features, Virtues, Wit and Grace, 


A large Proviſion for ſo ſhort a Race; 

More mod'rate Gifts might have prolong'd his Date, 
Too carly fitted for a better State; | | 
But, knowing Heav'n his Home, to ſhun Delay, 

He leap'd oer Age, and cook the ſhorteſt Way. | 
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T dead of Night, when 8 tars appear, 


And ftrong Bobtes turns the Bear; 
When Mortals ſleep their Cares away, 
Fatigu'd with Labours of the Day, 

Cupid was knocking at my Gate; 

Who's there? ſaid I: Who knocks 1o late, 
Diſturbs my Dream, and breaks my Reſt ? 
O fear not me, a harmleſs Gueſt, 

He 


| * 
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He ſaid; but open, open pray 
A fooliſh Child, I loſt my Way, 

And wander here this Moonleſs Night, 
All Wet and Cold, and wanting Light. 
With due Regard his Voice I heard, 
Then roſe, a ready Lamp prepared, 

And ſaw a naked Boy below, 
With Wings, a Quiver, and a Bow : 
In haſte I ran, unlock'd my Gate, 


4 Secure, and thoughtleſs of my Fate; 

Igave the Child an eaſie Chair 5 

© Againſt the Fire, and dry'd his Hair; . 
Brought friendly Cups of chearful Wine, 

1 And warm'd his little Hands with mine. 

All this did I with kind Intent; 

But he, on wanton Miſchief bent, 

| Said, Deareſt Friend, this Bow you ſee; 

'This pretty Bow belongs to me: | | 

_ 2 _ Obferr, 
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Obſerve, I pray, if all be right, 
fear the Rain has ſpoil'd it quite: 
He drew it then, and ſtraight I found 
Within my Breaſt a ſecret Wound. 
[This done, the Rogue no longer ſtaid, 
But leap'd away, and laughing laid, 
Kind Hoſt adieu, we now muſt part, 


[Safe is my Bow, but ſick thy Heart. 


10 
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1 


T O A 
T 
A | 
. D YI 
That deſign'd going to 2 
Fortune- Teller. F 
— F 
OU, Madam, may with Safety go, P 
Decrees of Deſtiny to know ; y 
F or at your Birth kind Planets reign d, A 
| And certain Happineſs i d: B 
| Such Charms as yours are only giv'n T 
| To choſen Favourites of Heav'n. N 
| T 


But ſuch is my uncertain State, 
| *Tis dangerous to try my Fate: 
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for I wow'd only know from Art, 
The future Motions of your Heart, 
And what predeſtinated Doom : 
Attends my Love for Years to come; 
No Secrets elſe that Mortals learn 
My Care deſerv e, or Life concern i 
But this will ſo important be, 
[ dread to ſearch the dark Decree: 


For while the ſmalleſt Hope remains, 
Fant Joys are mingled with my Pains; 
Vain diſtant Views my Fancy pleaſe, 
And give ſome intermitting Eaſe: 

But ſhou'd the Stars too plainly ſhow | 
That you haye doom'd my endleſs Woe, 
No Human F orce, nor Art, cou'd bear 


The Torment of my wild Deſpair. 


This Secret then I dare not know, 
and other Truths are uſeleſs now. What 
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What matter, if unbleſs'd in Love, 
How long or ſhort my Life wall prove: ? 
To gratifie what low Deſire, 

Shou'd I with needleſs Haſte enquire, 
How Great, how Wealthy I ſhall be? 
O! what is Wealth or Pow'r to me? 
If I am happy, or undone, 

It muſt proceed from you alone. 
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ICHARITY: 


PARAPHRASE 


ON THE 


TO THE 


CORINTHIANS. 


Than eyer Men pronounc'd, or Angels ſung: 
Had I all Knowledge Human and Divine, «4 
| That Thought can reach, or Science can define; 
And had I Pow'r to give that Knowledge Birth, 

In all the Speeches of the babling Earth: 

— Did 


Thirteenth CHAPTER of the Firſt EPISTLE 


ID ſweeter Sounds adorn my flowing Tongue, 
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Did Shadreck's Zeal my glowing Breaſt inſpire, 
To weary Tortures and rejoice in Fire: 

Or had I Faith like that which 1/7ael ſaw, 

When Moſes gave them Miracles and Law: 

Yet, Gracious Charity, indulgent Gueſt, \ 

Were not thy Pow” r exerted in my Breſt, | 
Thoſe Speeches would ſend up unheeded Priy'c | 
That ſcorn of Life wou'd be but wild Deſpair: 

A Tymbal's ſound were better than my Voice, 


My Faith were Form, my Eloquence were Noiſe. 


' Charity, Decent, Modeſt, Eaſie, Kind, 
p Softens the High, and rears the Abje& Mind; 
| J Knows with juſt Reins and gentle Hand to guide, 
Wo Betwixt Vile Shame and Arbitrary Pride. 
Not ſoon provok'd, ſhe eaſily forgives, 


! 
[ 
/ 


And much ſhe ſuffers as ſhe much believes. 
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Soft Peace ſhe brings where- ever ſhe arrives, | 
She builds our Quiet, as ſhe forms our Lives, 


Lays the rough Paths of pecviſh Nature ev'n, 
And opens in each Heart a little Heavn. 


Each other Gift which God on Man beſtows, 

Its proper Bounds and due Reſtriction knows: 

To one fixt Purpoſe dedicates its Pow'r, 

And finiſhing its Act, exiſts no more. 

Thus, in Obe to what Heav' n decrees, 
Knowledge ſhall fail, and Prophecy ſhall ceaſe; 

| But laſting Charity's more ample ſway, | 

Nor bound by Time, nor ſubject to decay, 

In happy Triumph ſhall for ever live, 

And endleſs Good diffuſe, and endleſs Praiſe receive. 


As thro? the Artiſt's intervening Glaſs, 
Our Eye obſerves the diſtant Planets pals. 
Gy + A 


es be FIFTH OART 
A little we diſcover, but allow = 
That more remains unſeen than Art can ſhow: 
So whilſt our Mind its Knowledge wou'd improve, 
(its feeble Eye intent on things above) 

High as we may we lift our Reaſon up, 

By Faith directed, and confirm'd by Hope. 

Vet are we able only to ſurvey 


Dawnings of Beams and Promiſes of Day; 
Heaven's fuller Effluence mocks our dazl'd Sight, 
Too great its Swiftneſs, and too ſtrong its Light. 


But ſoon the Mediate Clouds ſhall be diſpell'4, 
The Fun ſhall ſoon be F 200 to Face beheld, 
With all his Robes, with all his Glory on, 
| Seated Sublime on his Meridian Throne. 


Then conſtant Faith and holy Hope ſhall dye, 


One loſt in Certainty, and one in Joy: 


Whilſt 
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W hilſt thou, more happy Pow'r, fair Charity, 

Triumphant Siſter, greateſt of the Three, 

Thy Office and thy Nature ſtill the ſame, 

Laſting thy Lamp, and unconſum- d thy Flame, 

bal fill ſurviv— 

Shalt ſtand before the Hoſt of Heav'n confeſt, 
For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 
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ADRIAN I MORIENTIS 


A D 


ANIM A M. 


"1 Nimula, vagula, blandula, 
k Hoſpes, Comeſque Corporis, 


. Que nunc abibis in loca, 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula, 
Nec ut ſoles, dabis joca. 


By Monſieur Fontenelle. 


A petite Ame, ma Mignonne, 
| Fi. Vas; 
Tu ten vas donc, ma Fille, & Dieu | ts ot 


Tu pars ſeulette, nue & tremblotante, helas ! 


Que deviendra ton humeur folichonne ? 


Que deviendront tant de jolts ebats ? 
| TRANSLA- 


f MISCELLANT POEMS. wn 


TRANSL SER 


O OR little, pretty, flutt*ring ching, 
Muſt we no longer live together? 
And doſt thou prune thy doubtful Wing, 

To take thy Flight thou know'ſt not whither? 


* 


Thy hum'rous Vein, thy pleaſing Folly, 
Lyes interrupted and forgot ; 
And penſive, wav'ring, melancholy, | 
Thou dread'ſt and hop'ſt thou know'ſt not what. 
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TOW 
CHILD of OUALIT! 


O F 


FIVE TEARS OLD, 


The Author ſuppos d Forty | 


6 —_—— 


—— 


By the ſame Hand. 


„* . 


Ords, Knights, and Squires, the num'rous Band 
That wear the Fair Miſs Mary's Fetters, 
Were ſummon' d, by her high Command, 
| To ſhow their Paſſion by their Letters. | 


* 
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My Pen amongſt the reſt I took, 
Leaſt thoſe bright Eyes that cannot read 


Shou'd dart their kindling Fires, and look 
The Pow” r they have to be obey d 


Nor Quality, nor Reputation, 
Forbid me yet my Flame to tell, 

Dear Five Years old befriends my Paſſion, 
And I may Write till ſhe can Spell. 


Fot while ſhe makes her Silk-worms Beds 
With all the tender things I ſwear, 
Whilſt all the Houſe my Paſſion reads, 
In Papers round her Baby's Hair. 


She may receive and own my Flame, 
For tho? the ſtricteſt Prudes ſhou'd know it, 
She'll paſs for a moſt virtuous Dame, 


And I for an unhappy Poet. Then 
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Then too, alas, when ſke ſhall tear 
The Lines ſome younger Rival ſends, 

She'll give me leave to Write, I fear, 
And we ſhall ſtill continue Friends. 


For as our diff rent Ages move, 


*Tis ſo ordain'd, wou'd Fate but mend it, 
That I ſhall be paſt making Love, 
When ſhe begins to comprehend it. . 


% 


4 
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By the ſame Hand. 


la and I the other Day 
© Walk'd o're the Sand-hills to the Sea; 
The ſetting Sun adorn'd the Coaſt, 
His Beams entire, his Fierceneſs loſt 
And on the Surface of the deep, 
The Winds lay only not afleep: | 


With filent Joy I heard her ſay, 


The Proſpect and the N ymph were 8275 | 8 
That we ſhou'd walk there ev'ry Day. 


But 
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But oh! the Change! the Winds grew high, 
Impending Tempeſts charge the Sky; 


The Light' ning flies, the Thunder roars, 


And big Waves laſh the fright ned Shoars. 


Struck with the Horror of the Sight, 
She turns her Head and wings her F Light, 


And trembling, vows ſhe ne'er again 


Will preſs the Shore or ſee the Main. 


Look back at leaſt once more, ſaid I, 
Thy ſelf in that great Glaſs deſcry 
When thou art in good Humour dreſt, 


When gentle Reaſon rules thy Breaſt, 


The Sun upon the calmeſt Sea 


Appears not half ſo bright as Thee; 
*Tis then that with Delight I rove 
Upon the boundleſs depth of Love; 
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I bleſs my Chain, I hand my Oar, _ 
| Nor think on all I left on Shoar. 
But when vain Doubts and groundleſs F ear, 
Do that dear fooliſh Boſom tear, 
w. hen the big Lip and watꝰry Eye 
Tell me the riſing Storm is nigh; 
is then thou art yon angry Main, 
| Deform'd by Winds, and daſh'd by Rain; 
And the poor Sailor that muſt try 


Its Fury, labours leſs than I. 


Shipwreck'd, in vain to Land J make, 
| While Love and Fate ſtill drive me back; 
Forc'd to doat on Thee thy own way, 
I chide Thee firſt and then obey. 
Wretched when from Thee, vext when nigh, | 
[ with Thee or without Thee die. | 


| 
1 
2218 The FIFTH PART 


"pate 


Playing with his 


1 : : 
1 f 
0 - 
| " 
| * 
* 
{ - 
| i 
F n 
Li 
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5 . HE Am'rous Youth, whole tender Breaſt 
Was by his darling Cat poſſeſt, 
Obtain'd of Venus his Deſire, . 
(Howe'er irregular his Fire.) 
Nature the Pow'r of Love obey'd, 
The Cat became a bluſhing Maid, 

And potent of his Vows and Joys, 
He thank*d the Gods, and bleſt his Choice. 


Ah! 
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Ah! Beauteous Boy, take care leaſt thou | 
Renew the fondneſs of his Vow, 
Take care to think the Queen of Love 
Will e're thy Fav'rites Charms improve; 


dhoud'ſt thou prefer ſo raſh a Pray'r, 


The Queen of Love wou'd never hear. 
Ah! racher from her Altars run, 
' Leaft thou be griey'd and he undone. 

The Queen of Love will quickly ſee 

Her own Adonis live in thee; 
And glances thrown upon a Beaſt, 
Which well might make a Goddeſs bleſt, 
Will lightly her firſt Love deplore, 
Will eaſily forgive the Boar, 
And on her Tabby Rival's Face, 


Enrag'd will mark her new Diſgrace. 
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From ſlighted Vows and cold Diſdain? 
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=S NG. 


By the ſame Hand. 


N vain you tell your parting Lover, 
You wiſh fair Winds may waft him over: ; 


Alas, what Winds can happy prove, 


That bear me far from what I love? 
Alas, what Dangers on the Main | 
Can equal thoſe that I ſuſtain, | 


Be gentle, and in pity chuſe 
To wiſh the wildeſt Tempeſts looſe; 


That thrown again upon the Coaſt, > H 
Where firſt my Shipwreck'd Heart was loſt, Ar 
I may once more repeat my Pain, Fo 
Once more in dying Notes complain To 


Of {lighted Vows and cold Diſdain. 


HANS 
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* 


LIMIT AT E D. 


ANS Carvel, Impotent and Old 
Married a Laſs of Lonum Mould; 

Handſome enough, extreamly Gay, 
Loy'd Muſick, Company and Play; 
High Flights ſhe had, and Wit at Will, 
And ſo her Tongue lay ſeldom ſtill; * 
For in all Viſits Who but She, 
To Argue or to Repartee? E 
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22 The FIFTH PART. 
She made it plain that Human Paſſion 
Was order'd by Predeſtination * 

That if weak Women went aſtray, | 


Their Stars were more in fault than they; 
Whole Tragedies She had by Heart, 


| Enter'd into Roxana's part; | 
S + To ſpill a hated Riyal's Blood, 
The Action certainly Was good ; 

How like a Vine young Ammon curl'd ! 7 


| Oh that dear Conqu'ror of the World! f 
| | F She pity'd Bertertom i in Age, 
Tut ridicul'd the Godlike rage; 


f 

1 

9 5 
She firſt of all the Town was told, 
Where neweſt India things were ſold, 1 
So in a Morning without Bodice, A 

A 
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AN Slipt ſometimes cut to Mrs. Thod)'s, 


To 
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To cheapen Tea, to buy a Screen, TI 
What elſe, in God's Name, cou'd ſhe mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt Reproach, 
Betty went with her in the Coach. 
But when no very great Affair 
Excited her peculiar Care, 
She without fail was wak'd at Ten, © 54 
Drank Chocolate, then ſlept again; | 
At Twelve She roſe, with much ado | 
Her Cloaths were huddP'd on by Two. 
Then, Does my Lady Dine at homes? 


| Yes ſure,---- but is the Colonel come? 


Next, how to ſpend che Afternoon, 
And not come Home again too ſoon; 
The Change, the City, or the Play, | 
As each was proper for the Day; 

A Turn, in Summer, to Hyde-Park, 
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When it grew tolerably Dark. 
f P 2 Wives 
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224. The FIFTH PART _ 
Wives Pleaſure cauſes Husbands Pain, 
Strange Fancies come in Hans's Brain 
He thought of what he did not Name, 
And wou'd reform, but durſt not blame ; 
At firſt He therefore Preach'd his Wife 
The Comforts of a Pious Life: 

Told Her how Cradiinnt Beauty was, 
That all muſt die, and Fleſh was Grafs: 
He bought her Sermons, Pſalms and Graces, 
And doubled down the Uteful Places. 
But ſtill the Weight of Worldly Cares 
Allow'd her little time for Pray rs. 

And C Jeopatra was read ore, 


Þ That teach one to deny ones ſelf, 
1 Lay unmoleſted on the Shelf. | 
An untouch'd Bible grac'd her Toilet, 
No fear that Thumb of hers ſhould ſpoil it. 
| 


W dilſt Sor, and Wake, and Twenty more, 


In 


In ſhort, the Trade was ſtill the ſame, 
The Dame went out, the Colonel came. 


What's to be done? poor Carvel cry d, 


Another Batt'ry muſt be try'd: 
What if to Spells I had recourſe? 
Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 
The End muſt juſtifie the Means, 
He only Sins who III intends: 

Since therefore *tis to Combat Evil, 


'Tis lawful to employ the Devil; 


Forthwith the Devil did appear, 
(For Name him and he's always near) 
Not in the Shape in which he plies, 

At Miſles Elbow when ſhe lies, 

Or ſtands before the N ursry Doors 

To take the naughty Boy that roars. 
"4 
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226 The FIFTH PART | 
But without Sawcer Eye or Claw, 


Like a grave Barriſter at Law. 


Hans Carvel, lay aſide your Grief, 

The Devil ſays, I bring Relief: 

Relief, ſays Hans, pray let me crave b 
Your Name Sir,----Jatan,---- Sir, your Slave; 
I did not look upon your Feet, 

You'll pardon me; --- Ay, now I ſee't: 
And pray, Sir, when came you from Hell; 
Our Friends there, did you leaye them well? 
All well; but prithee, honeſt Hans, 
Says Satan, leave your Complaiſance. 
The Truth is this, I cannot ſtay 
Flairing in Sun-ſhine all the Day, 
For entre Nous, we helliſh Sprites 


Love more the F reſco of the Nights, 


And oftner our Receipts.convey 


In Dreams, than any other way. 
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[ tell you therefore as a F riend, 

Fer Morning Dawns, your Fears mal end; 

Go then this Ev'ning, Maſter Carvel, 

Lay down your Fowls, and broach your Barrel 3 
Let Friends and Wine diſſolve your 2 

Whilſt I the great Receipt prepare; 

To Night I'Il bring it, by my Faith ; 


Believe, for once, what Satan ſaith. 


Away went Hans, glad not a little, 0 


| Obey'd the Devil to a Tittle; 

| Invited Friends ſome half a Dozen, 

The Colonel, and my Ladies Cozen. 

The Meat was ſery'd; the Bowls were crown'd; 
Catches were Sung, and Healths went round: 
Modiſh Ratafia for the Cloſe, ( 

Til Hans had fairly got his Doſe: 
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228 The FIFTH PART 


The Colonel Toaſted to the beſt, 
The Dame mov off to be undreſt: 


But when or how, Hans hardly knew. 


Some Modern Anecdotes ayer, 
He nodded in his Elbow Chair : 
From thence was carried off to Bed; 
John held his Heels, and Nan his Head. 
My Lady was difturb'd, new Sorrow; 
Which Hans muſt anſone for to Morrow. 


In Bed then view the happy Pair, 
And think how Hymen Triumph d there. 
Hans, faſt afleep as ſoon as laid, 
The Duty of the Night unpaid: 
The waking Dame, with Thoughts opproſt, 
That made her hate both him and Reſt, 


| The Chimes went Twelve, the Gueſts withdrey, 


1 
( 


By ſuch a Husband, ſuch a Wife; 
Twas Acme's and Septimius $ Life. 
The Lady ſigh'd, the Lover ſnor'd; 
The punctual Devil kept his Word. 
Appear d to honeſt Hans again, 

(But not at all by Madam ſeen) 

And giving him a Magick Ring, 

Fit for the Fi inger of a King: 

Dear Hans, ſaid he, this Jewel take, 


And wear it long for Satar's ſake; 


'Twill do your Buſineſs to a Hair : 
For long as you this Ring ſhall wear, 
As ſure as I look over Lincoln, 


That ne'er ſhall happen which you think on. 


Hans took the Ring with Joy extream, 
(All this was only in a Dream) 


And 
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230 ' The FIFTH PART 
And thruſting it beyond his Joint, 

*Tis done, he cry'd, I've gain'd my Point 
What Point, ſaid ſhe, you ugly Beaſt? 

You ncither give me Joy nor Reſt: 

*Tis done, ----what*s done, you drunken Bear. 


You've thruſt your Finger G---d knows where, 
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Deſpairin 4 S boptord. 


PASTORAL 


By the ſame Hand," 
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\ Lexis (ſhunn'd his Fellow Swains, 
Their rural Sports, and ſprightly Strains, 


(Heav'n guard us all from Cupid's Bow.) 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand' ring thro? the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. | 


The N ymphs and Shepherds round him came, 


His Grief ſome pity, others blame; ; 
The 


232 The FIFTH PART 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek; 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave em back their friendly Tears, 
He ſigh'd, but wou'd not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 
She too a kind Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the reaſon of his Woe; 
| She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien 
That made it eaſily foreſcen, 
he fear'd too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais d his mournful Head, 


And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
Whilſt I the cruel Truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhou'd tear, 
Which never ſhou'd offend your Ear, 
But that you bid me tell. 


Tis 
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Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
dince you appeat d upon the Plain, 
You are the Cauſe of all my Cares 
Your Eyes ten chouſand Dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand Torments vex my Fleart, 
I love, and I deſ pair. 
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Too mueh, Alexis; TI have heard, 842 
Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd, 
But yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd, 
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Provided you will neer again 
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Declare your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain, 
He bod, obey 4, and dy, 
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e in Amore mala her Pre , fummeque ſecunds 
Inveniuntur— 


my 


By the ſame Hand. 
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Hat can I ſay, what Arguments can proyc 


My Truth, what Colours can deſcribe my 
If its Exceſs and Fury be not known (Love, 
In what thy Celia has already done? 
Thy Infant Flames, whilſt yet they were conceal 
In tim'rous Doubts, with Pity I beheld; 


4 | EE With 


Lucret. Lib. 4 


du 
du 


— 


With eaſie Smiles diſpelbd the ſilent Fear, 
That durſt not tell me what I dy d to hear: 
In yain I ſtrove to check my growing Flame, 
Oc ſhelter Paſſion under Friendſhip's Name; 
You ſaw my Heart, how it my Tongue bely'd, 
And when you preſs'd how faintly I deny' d. 
Eer Guardian Thought cou'd bring its ſcatter'd Aid, 
[Fer Reaſon cou'd ſupport the doubting Maid. 
My Soul ſurpriz d, and from its ſelf disjoin d, 
Left all Reſerve, and all the Sex behind, - 
From your Command her Motions ſhe receiv d, 
And not for me, but you ſhe breath'd and liy'd. 
But ever bleſt be Cytherea's Shrine, 
And F ires Eternal on her Altars ſnine 
Since thy dear Breaſt has felt an equal Wound, 
once in thy Kindneſs my Deſires are Crown d. 
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26 Tie FIFTH PART 
By thy each Look, and Thought, and Care, *tisſhown 
Thy Joys are center'd All in me Alone; 

| And ſure I am thou wow dft not change this Hour 
For all the White ones Fate has in its Pow'r, — 


Vet thus beloy'd, thus loving to Exceſs, 
Vet thus receiving and returning Bliſs, 
In this Great Minute, in this Golden Now, 
When ew'ry Trace of what, or when, or how 
chou d from my Soul by raging Love be torn, 
And far on ſwelling Seas of Rapture born 
A melancholy Tear affticts my Eye, | 
And my Heart labours with a ſudden Sigh; 
Invading Fears repel my Coward Joy, 
And Ills foreſeen the preſent Bliſs deſtroy. 


Poor as it is; this Beauty was the Cauſe, 
That with firſt Sighs your panting Boſom roſe; 
VY But 
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But with no Owner Beauty long will ſtay, | 4 5 
Upon the Wings of Time born ſwift away: ” f a 


Paſs but ſome flecting Years, and theſe poor Eyes, 
(Where now without a boaſt ſome Beauty lyes,) 
No longer ſhall their little Luſtre keep, 

And only be of ule to read, or weep. 

And on this Forehead, where your Verſe has ſaid 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play'd, 
Inſulting Age * trace his cruel Way, (Sway; 
And with indented Furrows mark his ſad extent of 
Moy'd by my Charms, with them your Love may 
| And as the Fuel ſinks the F lame decreaſe. (<a 
Or angry Heav'n may quicker Darts prepare, 

And Sickneſs ſtrike what Time a whilewou'd ſpare: 
Then will my Swain his glowing Vows renew ? 
Then will his throbbing Heart to mine beat true? 
When my own Face deters me from my Glaſs, 
And Kneller only ſhows what Celia was? 


Q- Fran- | 
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Fantaſtick Fame may ſound her wild Alarms, 
And Cuſtom call you forth to diſtant Arms. 
You may negle&, or quench, or hate the Flame, 
'Whoſe Smoke too long obſcur'd your riſing Name: 
And quickly cold IndifPrence will enſue, 

When you Love's Joys thro' Honour's Optic view; 
Then Celia's loudeſt Pray'r will prove too weak, 
To this abandon'd Breaſt to bring you back. 


= When my loft Lover the tall Ship aſcends, 


With Muſick Gay, and wet with Jolly Friends 
The render Accents of a Woman's Cry 


Will paſs unheard, will unregarded die, 


When fair Occaſion ſhows the ſpringing Gale, 
(Sal 
AndInt'reſtguides the Helm, and Honour fills the 


Some wretched Line. from this neglected Hand, | 


While therough Seaman's louder Shouts prevail, | 


May ind you landed on the Foreign Strand, 


( mand, 


Fd with new Fires, and * with new Com- 
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May ſcorn his Triumph, having bound his Slave; 
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While ſhe who wrote em, of all Joy bereft, 
To the rude Cenſure of the World is left; = 
Her mangl d Fame in barb'rous Paſtimeloſt, Mi 
The Coxcomb's Novel, and the Drunkard's Toaſt. Ml 


But nearer Care, O pardon it! ſupplies: 
Sighs to my Breaſt, and Sorrow to my Eyes. 
Love, Love himſelf, the only Friend I have, 


That Tyrant God, that reſtleſs Conqueror, 

May quit his Pleaſure to aſſert his Pow'r, 
Forſake the Provinces that bleſs his Sway, N 
10 vanquiſh thoſe which will not yet obey. 
Another Nymph with fatal Pow'r may riſe, 

To damp the finking Beams of Celia's Eyes; 
Wich haughty Pride may hear her Charms conteſt, | 
And ſcorn the ardent Vows that I have bleſt: 


Q 2 You 


26 Tie FIFTH PART _ 
You ev'ry Night may ſigh for her in vain, 
And riſe each Morning to ſome freſh Diſdain 
While Celia's ſofteſt Look may ceaſe to Charm, 
And her Embraces want the Pow'r to warm; 
While theſe fond Arms, thus circling you, may Prove, 
More heavy Chains than thoſe of hopeleſs Love. 


| Juſt Gods! all other things their Like produce: 
The Vine ariſes from its Mother's Juice; 
When feeble Plants, or tender F low'rs decay, 


They to their Seed their Images convey: 


Where che. old Myrtle her good Influence ſheds, 
Sprigs of like Leaf erect their Filial Heads; 


And when the Parent Roſe decays, and dies, 


With a reſembling Face the Daughter Buds ariſe. 
That Product only which our Paſſions bear, 
Eludes the Planter's miſerable Care: 


no. 
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While blooming Love aſſures us Golden Fruit, 


Some inborn Poiſon taints the ſecret Root; 1 


Soon 2 the Flow'rs of gat and ſoon the Seeds of 
le boot. 
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Say, Shepherd, ſay, Are theſe Reflections true 7 


Muſt Celia be undone for loving you? 

Will you be only, and for ever mine: ? 

Shall neither Time for Age our Souls disjoin * 
From this dear Boſom ſhall I ne'er be torn? 

| Or you grow Cold, Reſpectful, and Forſworn? 
And can you not for her you love do more, 
Than any Youth for any Nymph before 1 
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Daum Gentleman in Love. 
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ROM publick Noiſe and factious Strife, 
From all the buſy Ills of Life, 

Take me, My Cle, to thy Breaſt. 
And lull my wearied Soul to Reſt. 


For ever in this humble Cell, 

Let Thee and I, my Fair One, dwell; 
None enter elſe, but Love — and He 

= Shall bar the Door, and keep the Key. 


To 
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To painted Roofs and ſhining Spires, 
(Uneaſy Seats of high Deſires ) 
Let the unthinking Many croud, 
That dare be Covetous and Proud; 
In Golden Bondage let them wait, 
And Barter Happineſs for State: 
But Oh! My Cloe, when thy Swain 
Deſires to ſee a Court again, 
May Heay'n around this deſtin'd Head, 
The choiceſt of its Curſes ſhed: 
To ſum up all the Rage of Fate 
In the Two Things I dread and hate, 
May'ſt thou be Falſe, and I be Great. 


Thus, on his C/oe's panting Breaſt, 
Fond Celadon his Soul expreſt; 
While with Delight the lovely Maid 
Receiv'd the Vows the thus repaid. 
Q4 
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Hope of my Age, Joy of my Youth, 
Bleſt Miracle of Love and Truth ! 
All that cou*d cer be counted mine, 
My Love and Life long ſince are thine; 
A real Joy I never knew, 
Till I believ'd thy Paſſion true; 
A real Grief I ne'er can find, 


Till thou proy*ſt Perjur'd or Unkind. 


Contempt, and Poverty, and Care, 


All we abhor, and all we fear, 
 Bleſt with thy Preſence, I can bear; 


Can ſuffer Racks, and run thro? Flame, 


Still contented, ſtill the ſame; 


Then trace me ſome unheard of Way, 


Thy conſtant Ardour to repay, 


For I my Senſe of it wou'd ſhow 


In more than Woman &er cou'd do; 
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fad I a Wiſh that did not bear 

The Stamp and Image of my Dear, 

d pierce my Heart thro? ey'ry as 

And Die to let it out again. 

No: Venus ſhall my Witneſs be, * 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 

That for one Hour I wou'd not quit 

My Shepherd's Arms, and this Retreat, 
To be the Perſian Monarch's Bride, 
Partner of all his Pow'r and Pride; 

Or Rule in Regal State above, 

Mother of Gods, and Wife of Fove. 


Happy theſe of Human Race, | 
But Oh! how ſoon our Pleaſures paſs! _ 
He thank'd her on his bended Knee, 5 5 
Then drank a Quart of Milk and Tea, 
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And leaving her ador'd Embrace, 
Haſten'd to Court to beg a Place. 
While She, his Abſence to bemoan; 
As ſoon as ever he was gone, 

Call'd Thyr/is from beneath the Bed, 
Where all this time he had been hid. 


M O R 4 L. 


Hilſt Men * theſe Ambitious Fancies 
And wanton Menches read Romane 1 
Our Sex wil be inur'd to hve, 
And theirs inſtructed to reply. 
The Moral of the Tale I ſt mg, 
(4 Pop for a Wedding Ring) 
In this foort Verſe will be con find, 
Love is a 12 and Vous are Wind. 
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| Wedding Night. 


7 Hen Jove lay bleſt in his Alemæna's Charms, 

TY. Three Nights in one he preſt her in his Arms; 
The Sun lay ſet, and conſcious Nature ſtrove 

To ſhade her God, and to prolong his Love. 
From that auf] picious Night Alcides came, 
What leſs could riſe from Jove, and ſucha Dame? 
May this auſpicious Night with that compare, 
Nor leſs. the Joys, nor leſs the riſing Heir, 
He ſtrong as ove, ſhe like Alemæna Fair. 
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CLEORA 


By the Honourable 
Mr. GEORGE GRANVILL, 


* it. 


Do ad we 9 0 un on 


„ * — — 
4 * —_— 


Leora has her Wiſh, ſhe Weds a Peer, 
nher weighty Train, two Pages ſcarce can bear; 
Perſia, and both the Indies, muſt provide 

To grace her Pomp, and gratifie her Pride; 
Of rich Brocard, a ſhining Robe ſhe wears, 
And Gems ſurround her lovely Neck like Stars: 
In Coach and Six the Goddeſs flaunts abroad, 
And Crowds of Liv'ry Beaus her Chariot load: 


Who 


EY FI 
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Who ſees her thus, O happy as a Queen?! 
He cries. But ſhift the gawdy treacherous Scene; 
view her at Home, in her Domeſtick Light, - 

For thither ſhe muſt come, at leaſt at Night: 

What has ſhe there? A ſurly brutal Lord, 

Who chides, and ſnaps her up at ev'ry Word; 

A beaſtly Sot, who while ſhe holds his Head, 
With drunken Filth bedawbs the Nuptial Bed; 
Sick to the Heart, ſhe breaths the nauſeous Fume 
Of odious Steams, that poiſon all the Room; 
Weeping all N ight the trembling Creature lyes, 
And counts the tedious Hours when ſhe may rite; 
But moſt ſhe fears left waking ſhe ſhould find, 
To make amends, the Monſter wou'd be kind 6,6 
Thoſe matchleſs Beauties, worthy of a God, 
Muſt bear, tho much averſe, the loathſome Load. 
What then wall be the Chance that-next enſues? 
Some vile Dilcaſe freſh recking from the Stews: -. 
1344, The 
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The ſecret Venom, circling in her Veins, At 
Worksthro' her Skin, and burſts in bloating Stains, War 
Her Eyes grow dim, and her infected Breath, 

Tainting her Gums, diſcolours all her Teeth; 
| Her Cheeks their Freſhneſs loſe, and wonted Grace, MFo 


And an unuſual Paleneſs ſpreads her Face, W I! 
Of ſharp Nocturnal Anguiſh ſhe complains, Te 
And guiltleſs of the Cauſe, relates her Pains. II 
- du. 


The conſcious alen whom like W 
Charges on her, the Guilt of their Diſeaſes 3 Ln 
| Affecting Fury, 2058 a Mad-man's Part, r 
He'll rip the Fatal Secret from her Heart; Ve 

Bids her confeſs, calls her Ten thouſind Whores: Bu 
In vain ſhe kneels, ſhe weeps, proteſts, implores; Re 
| Searce with her Life he ſcapes, expos d to 2 Ab 


In Body tortur d, murder'di in her Fame, 


_ with a vile Adultereſs” s Name; 
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Abandon'd to the World, without Defence, 
And happy only in her Innocence, 


Such is the Vengeance, that the Gods provide, 
For thoſe who barter Liberty for Pride, 
Who impiouſly invoke the Pow'rs above, 
To witneſs to falſe Vows, of mutual Love. 
[Thouſands of poor Cleora's may be found, 


Such Husbands, and ſuch wretched Wives abound. 


4 : 


Ye Guardian Pow'rs, the Arbiters of Bliſs, 

I Preferye Clarinda from a Fate like this; 
You form'd her Fair, not any Grace deny'd, 
But gave, alas! a Spark too much of Pride; 
Reform that Failing, and protect her ſtill, 

W 4h! fave her from the Curſe of chuſing ill. 
Deem it not Envy, or a jealous Care, 


That forms theſe Wiſhes, or provokes this Pray'r; 
Tho? 5 
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Tho? more than Death, I fear to ſee thoſe Charny 
Allotted to ſome happier Mortal's Arms; 
Tormenting Thought! yet cou'd I bear that Pain, 

Or any Ill but hearing her complain: 

Intent on her, my Love forgets its own, 
Nor frames one Wiſh, but for her ſake alone, 
Whom· oer the Gods have deſtin'd to prefer, 
They cannot make me wretched, bleſſing her. | 
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A N 


APOLOGY 


FOR AN 


Unſcaſonable Surpriſe. 


By the ſame Hand. 


at 


Aireſt Zelinda, ceaſe to chide or grieve, 
Nor bluſh at Joys, that only you can give. 
Who with bold Eyes, ſuryey'd thoſe matchleſs 
Is puniſh'd, ſeeing in another's Arms: 
With greedy Looks, he views each naked Part, 


Joy feeds his Eyes, but Envy tears his Heart. | 
R So 


Err 
nine 
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So caught was Mars, and Mercury aloud 
Proclaim'd his Grief, that he was not the God: 
So to be caught was cv'ry God's Deſire, 

Nor leſs than Venus can Lelinda Fire. 
Forgive him then, thou more than Heav'nly Fair, 
Pardon the Crime, reveng'd by the Deſpair. 
All that we know, that wretched Mortals feel 
In thoſc {ad Regions, where the tortur d dwell, 
Is that they ſec the Raptures of the bleſt, 

5 And view the Joys, that they muft never taſte. 


a 1. Pye 


— jw i — 


— oy 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 


x 1 


By the ſame Hand. 


N lonely Shades, diſtracted with Deſpair, 
Shunning Mankind, and torn with killing Care, 
My Eyes o er- flowing, and my frantick 1 
Rack'd with wild Thoughts, ſwelling with Sighs i the 
Thro' Paths untrodden, Day and Night I rove, 
| Mourning the Fate of my ſucceſsleſs Love. 


Who moſt deſire to live, untimely fall; 
But when we beg to dic, Death flies our Call: 
Adonis dies, and torn is the lovꝰd Breaſt 
In midſt of Joy, where Venus wont to reſt; 
K 3 _. Th 


1 The FIFTH PART 
That Fate, which cruel ſeem'd to him, wou'd be ill > 
Pity, Relief, and Happineſs to me. 
As melted Gold preſerves its Weight the ſame, 
So burns my Love, nor waſtes within the Flame 


When will my Sorrows end? In yain, in vain 


—_— 2 — pH TH 


J call to Heay'n, and tell the Gods my Pain; 
The Gods averſe, like Myra, to my Pray'r, 


Conſent to doom * ſhe denies to ſpare. 


Why do I ſeek for Foreign Aids, when I 

Bear ready by my Side the Power to die? 

Be keen my Sword, and ſerve thy Maſter well, |} 
' Heal Wounds with Wounds, and Love with Death 
Strait up I roſe, and to my aking Breaſt, 6 
_ iy Boom bare, the pointed Blade I preſt, 
| | _ Vhen lo! aſtoniſh'd! * an unuſual Light 
{ | | Pierc'd the thick Shade, and all around grew bright; 


* 4 folio. 


My 
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My dazzl'd Eyes a radiant Form behold, 
splendid with Light, like Beams of burning Gold, 
Eternal Rays his ſhining Temples grace, 
Eternal Vouth ſat blooming on his Face: 
Trembling I liſten, proſtrate on the Ground, 
His Breath perfumes the Grove, and Muſick's inthe 
(sound. 
Ceaſe Lover, ceaſe, thy tender Heart to vex 
In fruitleſs Plaints, of an ungrateful Sex; 
In Fates Eternal Volumes it is writ, 
That Women ever ſhall be Foes to Wit ; 
With proper Arts their ſickly Minds command, 
And pleaſe em with the things they underſtand : 
With noiſie Fopperies their Hearts aſſail, 
Renounceall Senſe; how ſhould thy Songs prevail, 
When I, the God of Wit, ſo oft cou'd fail? 
Remember me, and in my Story find, 
How vainly Merit pleads to Womankind; | 
| Ep : > 
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I, by whom all things ſhine, who tune the Spheres, 
Who guide the Day, and gild the Night with Stats, A 


258 


Whoſe Youth and Beauty from all Ages paſt, 1 
Sprang with the World, and with the World ſhalllat; I 4 
How oft with fruitleſs Tears have I implor'd T 


Ungrateful Nymphs, and tho* a God, ador'd? 8 
When cou'd my Wit, my Beauty, or my Youth, * 


i Move one hard Heart, or mov'd, ſecure its Truth? 
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Here a proud N ymph with painful Steps I chace, iſ C 
| The Winds our-flying in our nimble Race; 5 
Stay Daphne, ftay, — in vain, in vain I try I 
To ſtop her ſpeed, redoubling at my Cry; 


Oer craggy Rocks, and rugged Hills ſhe climbs, 


And tears on pointed Flints her tender Limbs; T 
But caught at leagth, juſt as my Arms I fold, 4 
4 Turn'd to a Tree, ſhe * eſcapes my hold. B 
Is 
. 
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In my next Love a difPrent Fate 1 find, 
ah! which is worſe, the Falſe, or the Unkind 

Forgetting Daphne, I Coronts choſe, 
A kinder Nymph—— too kind for my Repoſe: 
The Joys I give, but more inflame her Breaſt, 
She keeps a private Drudge to quench the reſt; 
* How, and with whom the very Birds proclaim 
Her black Pollution, and reyeal my Shame. 
Hard lot of Beauty, fatally beſtow'd, 

| Or given to the Falſe, or to the Proud! 
By diff ring Ways, they bring us equal Pain, 
The Falſe betray us, and the Proud diſdain. 


Scorn'd and abus'd from Mortal Loves I fly, 
To ſeck more Truth in my own Native _ 


Venus, the faireſt of Immortal Loves, 


Bright as my Beams, and gentle as her Doves, 


* Diſcover'd by a Crow, . 


R 4 


With 
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With glowing Eyes, confeſſing * Deſires, 
She ſummons Heav'n and Earth to quench her Fires, 
Me ſhe excludes, aw I in vain adore, 

W ho neither God nor Man refus'd before; 
Vulcan, the very Monſter of the Skies, 
Vulcan ſhe takes, the God of Wit denies. 


Then ceaſe to murmur at thy Myra's Pride, 
Whimſie, not Reaſon, is the Female Guide; 
The Fate of which their Maſter does complain, 
Is of bad Omen to th* inſpired Train: 

What Vows were loſt Hark how Catullus mourns, 
How Ovid weeps, and ſlighted Gallus burns; 
In melting Strains ſee gentle Waller bleed, 
Unmovꝰd ſhe hears, what none unmov'd can read; 
And thou who oft with ſuch ambitious Choice, 
Haſt rais d to Myra thy aſpiring Voice ; 


What 
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| What Profit thy neglected Zeal repays, 
| Ah! what Return ungrateful to thy Praiſe ? 


Chan ge, change thy stile, with mortal Rage return 
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| Unjuſt Diſdain, and Pride oppoſe to Scorn; 
| Search all the Secrets of the Fair and Young, 
And then Proclaim; ſoon ſhall they bribe thy Tongue: 
The ſharp Lampooner with Succeſs aſſails, 
Sure to be civil to the Man that Rails; 8 
women, like Cowards, tame to the ſevere, ” 


Are only fierce when they diſcover Fear. 


Thus ſpokethe God, andupward mountsin Air, 
In juſt Reſentment of his paſt Deſpair. 
Provok'd to Vengeance, to my Aid I call 

The Furies round, and dip my Pens in Gall; 
Not one ſhall ' ſcape of all the Couz ning Sex, 
Vex'd ſhall they be, who ſo delight to vex. 
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In vain 1 try, in vain to Vengeance move 
My gentle Muſe, ſo us'd to tender Love; 
Such Magick rules my Heart, what- e' er J write 
Turns all to ſoft Complaint, and am'rous Flight. 
Begone fond Thoughts, begone ; Be bold, ſaid], 
Satyr's thy Theam——in vain again I try: 
So charming Myra to my Senſe appears, 
My Soul adores, my Rage diflolyes in Tears. 


So the gaul'd Lion, ſmarting with his Wound, 
Threatens his Foes, and makes the Foreſt ſound; 
With his ſtrong Teeth he bites the bloody Dart, 
And tears his Side with more provoking Smart, 

Till having ſpent his Voice in fruitleſs Cries, 


Helays him down, breaks his proud Heart, and dies. 


I => oO ww 


Y 
Y 


of MICELLANT POEMS. 263 
A 


$ O W 


_— , — 


— "NEE IOC" ts } * 


Written by Mr. D 


* 
* 


I. 

AIR, ſweet and young, receive a Prize 
Reſery'd for your Victorious Eyes: 
From Crowds, whom at your Feet you ſee, 

Jo pity, and diſtinguiſh me, 
As I from thouſand Beauties more 
Diſtinguiſh you, and only you adore. 
5 I 
Your Face for Conqueſt was deſign'd, 
Your ev'ry Motion charms my Mind; 
85 Angels 
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Angels, when you your Silence break, 
Forget their Hymns to hear you ſpeak; 
But when at once they hear and view, 
Are loath to mount, and long to ſtay with you. 
II 

No Graces can your Form improve, 
But all are loſt unleſs you love; 

While that ſweet Paſſion you diſdain, 
' Your Veil and Beauty are in vain. 
In pity then prevent my Fate, 
For after dying all Reprives too late. 


SONG 
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1 
* P * 
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By the ſame Hand. 


I'GH State and Honours to others impart, 
But give me your Heart 5 
That Treaſure, that Treaſure alone 
beg for my own. 
do gentle a Love, ſo fervent a Fire 
My Soul does inſpire. 
That Treaſure, that Treaſure alone 


I beg for my own. 


Your Love let me crave, 


Give me in Poſſeſſing 


50 
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So natchlefs a Bleſſing, 
That Empire is all I wou'd haye. 


Love's my Petition, 
All my Ambition; 

If &er you diſcover 

So faithful a Lover, 

So real a Flame, 

PII die, I'll die, 

So give up my Game. | 


THE 
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PRISONER 
T © W E R 


LADY A. 


Hilſt Europe is alarm'd with Wars, 
And Rome foments the Chriſtian yes 5 
Whilſt guilty Britain fears her Fate, 


And wou'd repent her Crime too late. 


Here ſafe in my confin'd Retreat, 
[ ſee the Waves about me beat, 


And envy none that dare be great 
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A quiet Conſcience, and a Friend, 
Help me my happy Hours to ſpend; 
Let Celia to my Cell reſort, | 
She turns my Priſon to a Court; 
Inſtead of Guards by Day and Night, 
Let Celia ſtill be in my ſight, 
And then they need not fear my Flight. 


Cou'd Senſe of Servile Fear prevail, 
Or cou'd my Native Honour fail, | 
Her ſight wou'd all my Doubts control, 
And give her back my peaceful Soul: 


Such charming Truths her Words contain, 
Or if her Angel Voice refrain, 0 


Her Eyes can never plead in vain. 


TO 
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YOme on you Criticks, find one Fault whodare, 
Or read it backwards, like a Witches 
Twill do as well; throw not'away your Jeſts 
Gainſt ſolid Nonſenſe that abides all Teſts : 
Wit, like Terſe Claret, when't begins to We? 
Neglected lyes, andꝰs of no uſe at all: 1% L112, 
lat in its full perfection of decay cs l-aoH 10 
Turns Vinegar, and comes again in play. 
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Thou haſt a Brain, ſuch as it is indeed, 

On what elſe ſhou'd thy Worm of Fancy feed! 

Vet in a Filberd I have often known 

Maggot ſurvive, when all the Kernel's gone. 

This Simile ſhall ſtand in thy defence, 

Againſt dull Rogues that now and then write Senſe 

Thy Wit's the ſame, whatever be thy Theam, 

As ſome Digeſtions turn all Meat to Phlegm. 

They lie, dear Nea, that ſay thy Head is barren, 

Where deep Conceits like Vermin breed in Carrion; 

Thy ſtumbling foundred Muſe can trot as high | 

As any other Pegaſus can fly. 5 

80 the dull Eel moves nimbler in the Mud, 
Than all the ſwift finn d Racers of the Flood. 

Thou writ'ſt below ey'n thy own natural Parts 

And with acquired Dulneſs and new Arts 

| Of Non-ſenſe, ſeizeſt the kind Readers Hearts 


As 
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As skilful Divers to the bottom fall 

Sooner than thoſe who cannot ſwam at all; 

So, in this way of Writing without chinking, 

Thou haſt a ſtrange Alacrity in ſinking. 

Therefore, dear Friend, at my Advice forbear 
uch loud Complaints gainſt Criticks to prefer, 

Since thou art turn'd an arrant Libeller. 

Thou ſett'ſt thy Name to what thy ſelf does Writ 

Did ever Label yet ſo ſharply bite? 


* 
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Sir Thomas St. Ve = 


On "y Printing his PLA call'd 
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. 13H _— the * Hand. 
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. gave us Wonder and 4 Delighs, 

When he oblig'd the World by 2 
But now he's ventur'd on the F ace of Day, 
T oblige and ſerve his Friends a nobler way; 
Make all our old Men Wits, States-men the young 
And teach ev'n Engliſh Men the Engliſb Tongue. 
James, on whoſe Reign all peaceful Stars did ſmile, 
Did but attempt th uniting of our Ile. 
What Kings, and Nature, only cou'd deſign 


FChalſ be accompliſht by this Work of thine. 
For 


pn pane  , Y ont 
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For who is ſuch a Cockney in his Heart, 


Proud.of the Plenty; of th the Southern Pat ar „ 4 


. 


To ſcorn that Union by which he may 
| Boaſt 'twas his Country:man that writ this Play? 


Pbelus bimſelf, indulgent to thy Muſe, T 
Ha to thy Country ſent this kind Excuſe: 
Fair Northern Laſs it is not through Nee 7 
I Court thee at a diſtance, but! Reſpect. =o 
I cannot act, my Paſſion is ſo great, 
| But I'll make up in Light what wants in wy 4 
On thee T will beſtow my longeſt Days, 2 
And Crown thy Sons with everlaſting Bays. 2 il 
My Beams that reach thee ſhall employ their Pow'rs- | 


To ripen Souls of Men, not Fruits or Flow'rs. 


Let warmer Climes my fading Favours boaſt, 
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Poets and Stars ſhine brighteſt in thy Froſt. 
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EPILOGUE I 
rk TO oO. 
* 9 — —— 
By the ſame Hand. 

— — 1 
M ANY have been the vain Attempts of Wit i 
IVE Againſt the fillprevailing Hypocrite; | | 
Once, and but once, a Poet got the Day, Th 
And vanquiſh'd Byge in a Puppet-Play ; N 
But Bajje rallying, arm'd with Zeal, and Rage, I 
Poſſeſt the Pulpit, and pull'd down the Stage. 


To Laugh at Engi:;/b Knaves is dang'rous then, 
While Engizf Fools will think them honeſt Men: 
| : But 
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But ſure no zealous Brother can .deny us 5 fi. 1 
Free leave with this our Monſieur Ananuias, 
A Man may ſay, without being call'd an Atheiſt, 
There are ſuch Rogues among the French and/Pa- 
That fix Salyation to ſhort Band'and Hair, r 
That belch and ſnuffle to prolong a Prayr; 
That uſe (enjoy the Creature) to expreſs 
| Pain Whoring, Gluttony, and Drunkenneſs, 
And, in a decent way, perform them too 


| As well, nay better far, perhaps, than you: 


We Godly phraſe it, Goſpel-Propagation, 
Juſt as Rebellion was call'd Reformation. 
Zeal ſtands but Cent'ry at the Gate of Sin, 

| Whilft all that have the Word paſs freely in 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of Spies, 


Whoſe fleſhly Failings are but Fornication, 0 


We march, and take Damnation by ſurprize. 


Ss | Theres 
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There's not a roaring Blade in all this Town _ 


Can go ſo far tow'rds Hell for half a Crown, 
As 1 for Six - pence, for I know the way; 
For want of Guides Men are too apt to ſtray: 
Therefore give Ear to what I ſhall adviſe, 


Let ev'ry marry'd Man, that's Grave and Wiſe, 


Take a Tartuſt, of known Ability, 05 

To teach and to encreaſe his Family: 
Who ſhall ſo ſettle laſting Reformation, | 

Firſt get his Son, then give him Education, 
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Upon the Reviving of 1 


BEN. rennen 9 PLAY; 


CALL Ras, 


Every Man m bis Funuur- 
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þ treaty ſhall not ſerye, nor Violence, 
1 Jo make me ſpeak in ſuch a Play's defence. 57 
A Play, where Wit and Humour do agren: 
To break all practisd Laws of Come. 
The Scene (what more abſurd) in England: lyes; « q 


No Gods deſcend; nor dancing Devils riſe, 
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| NoCaptivePrincefrom unknown Country broug':, 
No Battle, nay there's ſcarce a Ducl fought; 
And ſomething yet more ſharply might be ſaid; 


But J conſider the poor Author's dead; 
Let that be his Excuſ. Now for our own, 


Why, ——Faith, in my Opinion, we need r.9ne, 


The Parts were fitted well; but ſome will ſay, 
Pox. on em Rogues, what made em chuſe this Play? 
I do not doubt but you will credit me, 

It was not Choice, but meer Neceſſity; 
To all our writing Friends, in Town, we ſent, 


But not a Wit durſt venture out in Lent ; 


Have patience but till Eaſter Term, and then 


You ſhall have Jigs, and Hobby-horſe agen. 
Here's Mr. Matthew, our Domeſtick Wit, 

Does promiſe one of the ten Plays h' as writ; 
But ſince great Bribes weigh nothing with the Juſt, 
Know, we have Merits, and to them we truſt: 
When 
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„uren any Faſts, or Holy-days, defer. 
The publick Labours of the Theatre, | 8 
We ride not forth, although the Day be fait: 
on ambling Tit to take the Suburb Air, A 
But with our Authors meet, and ſpend that time 
To make up Quarrels between Senſe and Rime. 
Wedneſdays and Fridays conſtantly we fate, 
Tl, after many a long and free Debate, 
For divers weighty Reaſons *twas thought fit, 
W Unruly Senſe ſhou'd ſtill to Rime ſubmit. | 
This the moſt wholeſome Law we ever made, 
o ſtrictly in this Epilogue obey d, 
Sure no Man here will ever dare to break. 
Ester Johnſon's Ghofe. 
Hold, and give way, for I my ſelf will ſpeak; 


Can you encourage ſo much Inſolence, 


And add new Faulcs ſtill to the great Offence 


Your 


Your Anceſtors ſo raſhly did commit 
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Againſt the mighty Pow'rs of Art and Wit? 

Whenthey condemn'd thoſe noble Works of mine, 
Sejanus, and my. beſt loy'd Cztalne : ; 

Repent, or6n your guilty Heads ſhall fal! 

The Curſe of many a riming/Paſtoral ; 

The three bold Beauchamp ſhall revive again, 

And with the London- Prentice Conquer Spain. 
All the dull Follies of the former age 

Shall find Applauſe on this corrupted Stage. 

But if. you pay the great Amas of Praiſe, 


So long ſince due to my much injur'd Plays, 
From all paſt-Crimes I firſt will ſet you free, 


And then inſpire ſome one to Write like me. 
| 103% OF 5% 
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The brighter Lady of the May, np 


Each ſlender Finger play'd its part, — 

With ſuch Activity and Art, 1 

As would inflame a youthful Heart. 
1 | 1 
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Her Fay'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 

Yer when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, ? 
She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her Ivory Needle fall, 

And hurt'd away the twiſted Ball: 

But ſtraight gave $ trephon ſuch a Call, 
As wou'd have rais'd the dead, 


Dear gentle Youth, is't none but thee? | 
With Innocence I dare be free; 

By fo much Truth and Modeſty, 

No Nymph was e're betray d. 


Come lean thy Head upon my Lap; 

While thy ſmooth Checks I ſtroke and claps 
Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap. 
Which he, poor Fool, obey'd. She 
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She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore. 
And found him faſt afteep all o're. 
She ſigh'd, and cou'd endure no more, 


| But ſtarting up ſhe ſaid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be: 
For this thy dull Fidelity, 
Ill truſt thee with my Flocks, not me, 


Purſue thy grazing Trade; 


Go milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Flocks to * z 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 

By me miſtaken Maid. 
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I. 
I Chloris,*tis time to diſarm your bright Eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible Glances; 
We live in an Age that's more civil and wiſe, 
Than to follow the Rules of Romances. 
II. 
Whenonce your round Bubbies begin but to pout, 
_ They'll allow you no long time of Courting, 
And you'll find it a very hard Task to hold out, 


For all Maidens are mortal at Fourteen. 
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A : 
S O N G: 
Mitten ſome Time ſince, 
Ethinks the poor Town has been troubled too 
With Phillis and C/loris in every .. 
By Fools, who, at once, can both love and deſpair, 
And will never leave calling them Cruel and Fair. 
Which juſtly provokes me, in Rhime, to expreſs 
The Truth that I know of e Black ms 
7 
This Beſs of my Heart, this Beſs of my Soul, 
Has a Skin white as Milk, and Hair black as Cole, 
She's plump, yet, with caſe, you may ſpan her round 
Buther round ſwelling Thighs canſcarce be embrac'd. 
Her Belly i is ſoft, not a Word of the reſt, 
But I know what I think when I drink to the Beſt. 
7; T2 7 3. The 
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3. 
The Ploughman and Squire, the erranter Cloyy, 
At home ſhe ſubdu'd-in her Paragon Gown; 
But now ſhe adorns the Boxes and Pit, 
And the proudeſt TownGallants are forc*d to ſubmit, 
All Hearts fall a leaping wherever ſhe comes, 
And beat day and night, like my Lord Craven sDrums. 
1 „ 
J dare not permit her to come to Whrtehal, 
I k Forſhe*dout-ſhine the Ladies, Paint, Jewels, and all; 
If a Lord ſhould but whiſper his Love in the Crouc 
-She'd fell him a Bargain, and laugh out aloud; . 
Then the Queen over- hearing what Betty did oh 
voſt tend Mr. Roper to take her _ | 
9 | 
Butivtheſe that have had my dearBeſ5 in theirArms 
She's gentle, and knows how to ſoften her Charms; 


And 
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And to every Beauty can add a new Grace, 
Having learn'd how to liſp, and to trip in her Pace; 
And with Head on one ſide, and a languiſhing Eye, 
To kill Us by Looking, as if She would die. 2 
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Halli, the Faireſt of Love's Foes, 
Though fiercer than a Dragon, 
Phillis, that ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaus, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 

80 long ſlie kept her Legs ſo cloſe, 

Ill they have ſcarce a Rag on. 


Compell'd through Want, this wretcti&d' Maid 
Did fad Complaints begin; 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid; 
lt was both Shame and Sin, 
T >; To 
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To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 
As will neither Play nor Spin. 


1 5 : 
On 7ZT BURN 
H Tyburn! cou'dſt thou Reaſon and Diſpute? 

Cou'dſt thou but Judge as well as Execute? 

How often wou'dſt thou change the Felon's Doom, 

And truſs ſome ſtern Chief. Juſtice in his room. 

Then ſhould thy ſturdy Poſts ſupport the Laws, = 

No Promiſe, Frown, nor popular A pplauſe, 5 

Shou'd ſway the Bench to fayour a bad Cauſe. 

Nor Scarlet Gown, fwell'd with Poetick Fury, 

Scare a falſe Verdict from a trembling Jury. 

Juſtice, with ſteady Hand and even Scales, 

Should ſtand upright, as if ſuſtain'd by Hales. | 

Yet ſtill, in Matters doubtful to decide, 

A little bearing tow'rds the milder ſide. 

EPI. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written ty a Perſon of Honour. 


UR Poet, ſomething doubtful af his Fate, 
Made choice of me to be his Adyocate; 


Relying on my Knowledge in the Laws: 

And I as boldly undertook the Cauſe. 

[left my Client yonder in a Rant 

Againſt the Envious and the Ignorant, 

Who are, he ſays, his only Enemies: 

But he contemns their Malice, and defies 

The ſharpeſt of his Cenſurers to ſay 

Where there is one groſs Fault in all his Play. 

The Language is ſo fitted to each Part, 

The Plot according to the Rules of Art: 

And twenty other things he bid me tell you: 

But! cry'd, E'en go do't your {elf for Net. 
7 Reaſon 
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Reaſon with Judges, urg'd in the Defence 
Of thoſe they would condemn, is Inſolence 


I therefore wave the Merits of his Play, 


Ly 


And think it fit to plead this ſafer way. 

If, when too many 1n the Purchaſe ſhare, 
Robbing's not worth the Danger nor the Care; 
The Men of Buſineſs muſt, in Policy, 9 
Cheriſh a little harmleſs Poetry, 
All Wit would elſe grow up to Knavery. 

Wit 1s a Bird of Muſick, or of Prey; 
Mounting, ſhe ſtrikes at all things in her Way; 
But if this Bird. lime once but touch her Wings, 
On the next Buth ſhe ſits her down and Sings. 

I have but one Word more: Tell me, I pray, 
What you will get by damning of our Play? 
A whipp'd Phanatick, who does not recant, 

Is " his Brethren call'd a ſuff ring Saint : 


And 


of MISCEEEANT POEMS. 291 
And by your Hands ſhou'd this poor Poet die, 
Before he does renounce his Poetry, 
His Death muſt needs confirm the Party more, 
Than all his Scribbling Life could do before. 
Where ſo much Zeal does in a Sect appear, 
Tis to no purpoſe, faith, to be ſevere. | 
| But other Day I heard this rhiming Fop 
Say, Criticks were the Whips, and he the Top: 
For as a Top ſpins beſt the more you baſte her, 
do, ey'ry Laſh you give, he writes the faſter. 

| 


For the Government ehang'd ſome ten times a day. 
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AN 
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E RE es little — —— a Yard top and 


(more, 


That never lay ſilent or quiet before. 


(prating, 


Her Head always working, her Tongue always. 
And the Pulſe of her Heart continually —96 


Io the utmoſt Extreams of Loving and Hating. 


Her Reaſon and Humour were always at Strife; 
And yet ſhe perform'd all the Duties of Life: 


An excellent Friend, and a pretty good Wife. 
So indulgent a Lover, that no Man cou'd ſay 
Whether Patty or Minta did Rule or Obey; 


At the Hour of her Birth, ſome lucky Star gave her 


Wit and Beauty enough to have laſted for ever; 


But 
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! 
A 


gut Fortune, ſtill froward when Nature is kind, 
A narrow Eſtate maliciouſly join'd, 


To a vaſt Genius, and a noble Mind. = 


Her Body was built of that ſuperfine Clay, 
That is apt to grow brittle for want of Allay: 

And, when, without ſhew, it was apt to decay, 

It began by degees to moulder away. 

Her Soul, then, too buſie on ſome F oreign Affair, 
Of its own pretty Dwelling took ſo little Care, & 


That the Tenement fell for want of Repair. 


Far be from hence the Fool, or the K nave, 
But let all that pretend to be Witty or Brave, 
Whether gen'rous Friend, or amorous Slave, 


Contribute ſome Tears to water her Grave. 


To 
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EHILLIS: 


$ O N G. 


Hough, Phillis, your. prevailing Charms 
"” Have forc'd me from my Cehe's Arms, 

That kind Defence againſt all Pow'rs, 

But thoſe reſiſtleſs Eyes of yours; 

Think not your Conqueſt to maintain 

By Rigour, and unjuſt Diſdain. 

In vain, Fair Nymph, in vain you ſtrive, 

For Love does ſeldom Hope ſurvive; 
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My Heart may languiſh for a time, 
Whilſt all your Glories, in their Prime, 
Can juſtifie ſuch Cruelty, 
By the ſame Force that conquer'd me. 
When Age ſhall come, at whoſe Command, 
Thoſe Troops of Beauties muſt Disband; | 
A Tyrant's $ trength once took away, 
What Slave ſo dull as to obey. 
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ES PROLOGUE 


Spoken at the Opening of the 


Dukes New Play-Houſe 


| +. 
s DORSET-GARDEN. 
| IIS not in this as in the ne; Age, 


When Wit alone ſuffic d t adorn the Stage; 


When things well ſaid an Audience could invite, 


| Without the Hope of ſuch a gaudy Sight: 

| What with your Fathers took would take with you, 
If Wit had ſtill the Charm of being New: 

Had not Enjoyment dull'd your Appetite, 


She in her homely Dreſs would yet delight ; 


Such 
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Such ſtately Theatres we need not raiſe, 

Our Old Houſe would put off our dulleſt Plays. 
You, Gallants, know a freſh Wench of Sixteen 
May drive the Trade in honeſt Bombarine; 

And never want good Cuſtom, ſhould ſhe lye 

In a Back room, two or three Stories high: 

But ſuch a Beauty as has long been known, 
Though not decay'd, but to Perfection grown, 
Muſt, if ſhe think to thrive in this lewd Town, 
Wear Points, lac'd Petticoats, and a rich Gown; 
Her Lodgings too muſt with her Dreſs agree, 
Be hung with Damask, or with Tapeſtry ; 

Have China, Cabinets, and a great Glaſs, 

To ſtrike Reſpe& into an am'rous Aſs. © 

Without the help of Stratagems and Arts, 


An old Acquaintance cannot touch your Hearts. 
Methinks *tis hard our Authors ſhould ſubmit 
So tamely to their Predeceſſors Wit, 


Since, 
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Since, I am ſure, among you there are few 
Wouldgrant your Grand-fathers had more than you. 
But bold! I in this Buſineſs may proceed too far, 
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And raiſe a Storm againſt our Theatre; 


And then what would the wiſe Adventurers ſay, 


Wbo are in a much greater * right to Day, 

WW Than ever Poet was about his Play? | 
Our Apprehenfions none can juſtly blame, 
Mony is dearer much to us than Fame: 

This thought on, let our Poets jutifie 

The Reputation of their Poetry; 

We are reſolv'd we will not have to do 

With what's between thoſe Gentlemen and you. 
Be kind, and Jet our Houſe have but your Praiſe; 
You're welcome ev'ry Day to damn their Plays. 
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ne lay in the Plain, bis Armunder his Head, 


If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment ? 


If a bitter (ſaid he) whence are Lovers content ? 


Or grieve at my Fate, when I know *tis in vain? 


Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, fo ſoft is the Dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my Heart: 
To my {elf I Sigh often without knowing why; 
And when abſent from Phi/l;s, methinks I coulddie': 
But oh! what a Pleaſure ſtill follows my Pain; 
When kind Fortune does help me to ſee her again. 


In 


And his Flock feeding by, the fondCe/adon ſaid, 


Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain? 


n 
$i wh 
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In her Eyes, the bright Stars that foretel what's to 


(co 
By ſoft ſtealth now and then I examine my Down 


ll 7 preſs her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 


And by paſſionate Silence I make my Love known. 
Butoh ! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame; 


And our Eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 
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NMnon, if you will believe me, 


" *Tis not Sighing round the Plain, 
Song nor Sonnet can relieye ye; 
Faint Attempts in Love are vain. 
a 
Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion 
'Twere a Madneſs not to yield. 
| 1 
Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll ne' er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude, and much to blame; 
| 0 
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And with Tears implores your Pity | 
Be not merciful for ſhame. i 
When the fierce Aſſault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find, 
This her cruel furious Lover 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


EP I- | 


' 
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EPILOGUE. 


Allants, by all good Signs it does appear, 
That Sixty ſeven's a very damning Year, 
For Knaves abroad, and for ill Poets here. 


Among the Muſes there's a gen' ral Rot, 
The Riming Monſieur, and the Spaniſh Plot; 
Defie, or Court, all's one, they go to Pot. 


The Ghoſts of Poets walk within this Place, 
And haunt us Actors whereſoe'er we paſs, 
In Viſions bloodier than King Richard's was. 


For this poor Wretch, he has not much to ſay, 
But quietly brings in his Part o'th' Play, 
And begs the Favour to be damn'd to day. 
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He ſends me only like a Sh'riff 's Man here, 
To let you know the Malefactor's near, 


And that he means to die, en Cavalier. 


For if you ſhou'd be gracious to his Pen, 
Th' Example will prove ill to other Men, 
And you'll be troubled with em all agen. 
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UPON 


Four New Phyſicians 
Roping 
Tunbridge Wells. 
Written ſrocal Tears Ren, 


5 | (rejoice, 

OU Maidens and Wives and young Widows 

(with Voice; 

Declare your Thankſgiving with Heart and 
dince Waters were Waters, I boldly dare ſay, 


Theren&er was ſuch cauſe for a Thankſgiving Day : 


U 3 For 
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For from London Town 
Are lately come down, 

Four able Phyſicians that never wore Gown; 
Their Phy ſick is pleaſant, their Doſe it is large, 
And you may be cur'd without Danger or Charge. 
„ — 
No Bolus, no Vomit, no Potion or Pill, 

Which ſometimes do Cufe, but oftner do Kill, 
Your Taſte or your Stomach need ever di pleaſe, 
If you'll be adviſed but by one of theſe; 


For they have a new Drug 


Which is call d the cloſe Hug, 
ee ſmug, 


Which will mend your Complexion, and make you 
A Sovereign Balſom, which once well apply'd, 

| | Though griev'd at the Heart, the Patient ne'er dyd 
III. „ 29957 

In the Morning you need not be robbꝰ d of your Reſt, 
For in your warm Beds your Phyſick works beſt; 

And 


=o 
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And though in the Taking ſome Stirring's requir'd, 
The Motion's ſo pleaſant you need not be tir d; 
On your Back you mult lye, 
And raiſe your ſelf high, 
And one of theſe Doctors muſt always be bys 
Who till will be ready to cover you warm; 
For if you take Cold all Phyſick does harm. 
I 
Before they do venture to give their Direction, 
They always conſider their Patient's Complexion; 
If he have a moiſt Palm, or a red Head of Hair, 
She requires more Phyſick than one Man can ſpare: 
If ſhe have a long Noſe, 
Scarce any one knows, 
How many large Handfuls muſt go to her Dole; 
You Ladies that have ſuch ill Symptoms as theſe, 
In Reaſon and Conſcience fhould pay double Fees. 


U 4 But 
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V. 

But that we may give theſe Doctors due Praiſe, 

Who to all forts of People their Favour conyeighs, 

To the Ugly for Pity's fake Skill ſhall be ſhewn, 
And as forthe Handſom they*recur'd for their own. 

On your Silver or Gold 

They never lay hold, 

For what comes ſo freely they ſcorn ſhould be ſold 

Then join with theſe Doctors, and heartily pray, 

That their Power of Healing may never decay 
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Hen firſt my free Heart was ſurpriz d by De- 


(Fire; 
So ſoft was the Wound, and ſo gentle the 


My Sighs were ſo ſweet, and ſo pleaſant the Smart, 

[ pity'd the Slave who had ne'er loſt his Heart; 

He thinks himſelf happy, and free, but alas! 

He is far from that Heav'n which Lovers poſſeſs. 
In Nature was nothing, that I could compare 


With the Beauty of Phillis, I thought her ſo Fair: 


A Wit ſo Divine all her Sayings did fill, 
A Goddeſs ſhe ſeem'd; and I mention'd her ſtill 
With a Zeal more inflam'd, and a Paſſion more true, 


Than a Martyr in Flames for Religion can ſhew. 
More 
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m 
More Virtues and Graces I found in her Mind, 
Than Schools can invent, or Nature deſign'd ; 
She ſeem'd to be mine by each glance of her Eye, 
(If Mortals might aim at a Bleſſing ſo high.) 
Each Day, with new Favours, new Hopes ſhe didgiye, 
But alas! what is wiſh'd, we too ſoon do believe. 
| IV. 
With awful Reſpect, while I loy'd and admir'd, 
But fear'd to attempt, what ſo much I deſir d; 
How ſoon were my Hopes and my Heav'n deſtroy d 
A Shepherd more daring, fell on and enjoy'd: 
Yet, in pight of ill Fate, and the Pains I endure, 
I will find a new Phillis to give me my Cure. 
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I. 
AY the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Courts and Noiſe. 
While gentle Love does fill my Mind ine 
With ſilent real Joys. 35"; ven Hel 
2 
Let Fools and Knaves grow Rich and Great, 
And the World think em Wile, | 7 
While I lye dying at her Feet, Ac} bits inal 
And all the World deſpiſe. ; 
HE -: F 
Let conqu”ring King new Trophies raiſe, 
And melt in Court-Delights, 
Her Eyes can give me brighter Days, 
| Her Arms much ſofter Nights, i of 
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I. 
4 T the ſight of my Phillis; from ev'ry Part, 
* Spting· Tide of Joy does flow up fo hy 
Which quickens cach Pulſe, and ſwells ev'ry Vein: 
But all my Delights are ſtill mingl'd with Pain. 
Wil So ſtrange a Diſtemper ſure Love cannot bring; 


Tomy Knowledge, Love was a meuh quieter Thing, 
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So gentle and tame, that he never was known, 
So much as to wake me, when I lay alone? 
N e 
But the Boy is much grown, and ſo alter'd of late, 


WW He's become a more furious Paſſion than Hate; 
Since, by Philliss reſtor'd to the Empire of Hearts, 


He has new ſtrung his Bow, and ſharpen' d his Darts: 


* 
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And ſtrictly! the Rights of, his Grown to maintain, 
He breaks ev'ry Heart, and curns ev ry Brain. 

4% 1 V5.9 99 

My Madneſs, alas! I too plainly diſcover; KR 
For he is (at leaſt) as much Madman as Lover, 
Who, for one cruel Beauty, is ready ro quit 
All the Nymphs of the Stage, and thoſe of the Pitz 
The Joys of Hide-Park,and the Mall's dear Delight, 
To live ſober all Day, and chaſte all the Night. 
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Yo ME, Czha, let's agree, at aft 
To love, and live 1 in Quiet: 
Ler's tie the Knot ſo very faſt, 

That Time ſhall neer untie it. 
Love's deareſt Joys they never prove, 
| Who free from Quarrels live; 
Tis ſure the tender'ft Part of Love 

Each other to forgive. 
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When leaſt I ſeem' d concern'd, I took 
No Pleaſure, nor no Reft ; 

And when I feign'd an angry Look, 

Alas! Iloy'd you beſt. 

Say but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſs'd will be our Fate. 


Ah! to be grateful, to be kind, 


Sure never is too late. 
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RECEIP 


On: mea W 


F Oats decorticated take two round, 

And of new Milk enough the ſametodrownd 
Of Raiſins of the Sun, ſton'd, Ounces eightz 
Of Currants, cleanly pick'd, an equal Weight, 
Of Sewer, finely flic'd, an Ounce, at leaſt; 

And ſix Eggs, newly taken from the N ſt: 
Seaſon this Mixture well, with Salt and Spice 5 
Twill make a Pudding far exceeding Rice: 
And you may ſafely feed on it like Farmers, 
For the Receipt is Learned Dr. Harmer's. 
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To make a Sack-Poſſer. 


R O M far Barbadocs, on the Weſtern Main, 
Fetch Sugar, half a Pound; fetch Sack, from ain, 
A Pint; then fetch, from India's fertile Coaſts 4 

' Nutmeg, the Glory of the Briti/h Toaſt. 


| Upon 8. 


| Gant J Aging - 


IS FRO made of a ſturdy: Oak, 

His Line a Cable which in Storms neꝰ'er broke; 

His Hook he baited with a Dragon's Tail, 
And fate upon a Rock and Bobb d for Whale. | 

8 ON 
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F all the Torments, all the Cares, 


Of al the Plagues a Lover bears, 


With which our 23 are curſt; 


Sure Rivals are the worſt! 
By Partners, in each other kind, 
Afflictions eaſier grow; 


In Love alone we hate to find 


Companions of our Woe. 


Hlaia, for all the Pangs you ſee; il 
Are lab'ring in my Breaſt ; 2 

beg not you would favour me, 
Would you but ſlight the reſt! 

How great ſo &er your Rigours are; 


With them alone Pll cope; 


[ can endure my own Deſpair, 


But not another's Hope. X 
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T rephon, at laſt th* unhappy Veil's remov'd; 
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| j Sytvia, that Sytvia whom your Damon loy'd, 
UW Whom he preferr'd to all the World beſide, 


And for whole ſake he had with Glory dy'd: 
Hlvia, in whom the Dotard thought to find 
Beauty and Wit, with Saint - Ike Virtue join d, 
Does all the Treaſure of her Charms expoſe 

To Temple Wits, and Covent-Garden Beaux! | 
Looks coy, and uns Mankind i in open Light; 
While her Back- door admits them all at © Night 


6 „ 
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ee and Damon's Flocks together fed, 
Two charming Swains as &er Arcadia bred; 

Both fam'd for Wit, and fam'd for Beauty both; 

Both in the Luſtre of their blooming Youth: | 


No ſullen Cares their tender Thoughts remove, 

No Paſſions diſcompoſe their Souls, but Love. 
Once, and but once alone, as Story goes, 
Between the Vouths a fierce Diſpute aroſe; 

Not for the Merit of their tuneful Lays, 

(Tho? both deſery'd; yet both deſpis d that Praiſe :) 


X 2 But 
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But for a Cauſe of greater Moment far, 

That merited a Lover's utmoſt Care. 

Each Swain the Prize of Beauty ſtrove to gain, 
For the bright Shepherdeſs that caus'd his Pain. 
Lycon they choſe the Diff*rence to decide, 
Lycon, for Prudence and ſage Counſel try'd; 
Who Love's myſterious Arts had ſtudy'd long, 
And taught, when Old, what he had practis'd Young, 
For the Diſpute alternate Verſe they chuſe, 


Alternate Verſe delights the Rural Muſe. 


Strephon. 
To Flavia, Love, thou juſtly ow'ſt the Prize, 


She owns thy Pow 'r, nor does thy Laws reprove. 


Damon. 


Tho Sylvia for her ſelf Love's Power defies, 


What crowds of Vaſfals has ſhe made to Love? 


Stre- 
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Strephon. 
When Flavia comes attir'd for Rural Games, 
Each Curl, each Flow'r ſhe wears, a Charm expreſs. 
Damon. 
Hluia, without a Foreign Aid, enflames; 
Charm'd with her Eyes, we never mind her Dreſs. 
Strephon. 
Haye you ſeen Flavia with her Flaxen Hair ? 
She ſeems an Image-of the Queen of Love! 
Damon. 
Hluia's dark Hair like Læda's Locks appear, 
And yet, like her, has Charms to conquer Fove. 
Strephon. T7 
Flavia by Crowds of Lovers is admir'd; 
Happy that Youth who ſhall the Fair enjoy! ; 
Damon. 
Hlvia neglects her Lovers, lives retir'd; 


Happy, that could her lonely Thoughts employ ! | 


A. 3 . 


3 
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Strephon. 


Flavia, where c'er ſhe comes, the Swains ſubdues, 

And ſev'ry Smile ſhe gives conveys a Dart. 
Damon. 

Hluia the Swiins with native Coldneſs views, 

And yet what Shepherd can defend his Heart? 

Strephon. HT 

Flavia's bright Beauties in an inſtant ſtrike; 

= Gazers, before they think of it, adore. 

8 = Yon 

Ul $/0ia's ſoft Charms, as ſoon as ſeen, we like; 

Witt But ſtill the more we think, we love the more. 

Ty Strephon.. 

Who is ſo ſtupid that has Flavia ſeen, 

As not to view the Nymph with vaſt Delight? 

Who has ſeen $1/via, and ſo ſtupid been, 

Wl As ro zemember any other Sight? | 


Stre- 
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_ Srrephon. 
What Thou ghts has Flavia, when withCare ſhe views 
Her charming Graces in the Cryſtal Lakes? 
Wo Damon i 
To ſee hers. Sy/vi4 need no Mirrors uſe 3 5 9 
| She ſees them by the Conqueſts that ſhe makes. 
Strephon. T7 
With what Aſſurance Flavia walks the Plains? 
She knows the Nymphs muſt all cheir Lovers yield. 
= Damon. | 
Hoia with Bluſhes wounds the gazing Swains, 
And, while ſhe ſtrives to fly, ſhe wins the Field. 
 Strephon. 
Flavia at firſt young Mælibeus lov d; 
For me ſhe did that charming Youth forſake. 


Damon. 


£ 


Hluia's relentleſs Heart was never mov'd; 
Gods! that I might the firſt Impreſſion make! 
X 4 un 
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3%4 


Strephon. 
Shou'd Flavia hear that Sylvia vy'd with her, 


| What Indignation would the Charmer how? | 


=] Damon. 
J 51 wou d Flavia to her ſelf prefer: 
There we alone her Judgment diſallow. 
| Strephon. 

If Sytvia's Charms with Flav:ia's can compare, 
Why is this crouded fill, and that alone? 

Damon. 
Becauſe the ways of Life ſo different are; 
Flavia gives all Men Hopes, and Hlvuia none. 


Lycon. 


Shepherds enough; now ceaſe your am'rous War; 


Or too much Hęat may carry both too far: 
I well attended the Diſpute, and find 


Both Ny mphs have Charms, but each in diff rent 


(Kind 


7 


s Flavia 
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Flavia deſerves more Pains than ſhe will coſt ; 
1 eaſily got, were ſhe not eaſily loſt. 

54018 is much more difficult to gain; 

But, once poſſeſs d, will well reward the Pain. 
We wiſh them Flavia's all, when firſt we burn; : 
But, once poſſeſs d, wiſh they would Sy/via's turn, 
And, by the diff rent Charms in each expreſt, 
One we ſhou'd ſooneſt love, the other beſt. 
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THE 


Deſpairing . 


Iſtracted with Care, 
For Phillis the Fair; 
Since nothing cou'd move her, 


Poor Damon, her Lover, 
Reſolves in Deſpair 

No longer to languiſh, 

Nor bear fo much Anguiſh; 
But, mad with his Love, 
To a Precipice goes; 
Where, a Leap from above 
Wou'd ſoon finiſh his Woes. 


3, 


When in Rage he came there, 

Beholding how ſteep 

The Sides did appear, 

And the Bottom how deep; Ui 


His Torments pro jecting, 
And ſadly reflecting, 
That a Lover forſaken 

A new Love may get; 

But a Neck, when once broken, 
Can never be ſet: 

And, that he cou'd die 
Whenever he wou'd; 

But, that he cou'd live 

But as long as he cou'd: 

How grievous ſoever 

The Torment might grow, 
He ſcorn'd to endeavour 
in 6G 36: 5 2; 
| But Bold, Unconcern'd 
At Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return'd 

To his Cottage again. 
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! 0 i; EE here the various Scenes of Human Lives; 
9 i | Uncommon Husbands true, but Common Wives. 
One, Charming, Faithleſs, Haughty when reprov'd, 
Þ# | Lov'd by her Husband, her Gallant ſhe lov'd; 
| | | | One, an Indulgent, Faithful, Conſtant Bride, 
Fond of her Spouſe, neglects the World beſide. 
That Husband, tho with Friends and Fortune bleſt, 
Finds a Domeſtick Ill that racks his Breaſt ; 
While this, tho' Fortune frown, tho' Friends deſert, 


Finds one to lull his Cares. and charm his Heart. 
 Wou'd 
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Wou'd Women rather, from the Throng retir'd, 
Bc low d by one, than be by Crouds adnũir· d: 
Wou'd Men, before their Hearts were quite reſign'd, 
Forget the Faces, and inſpect the Mind: 
Such Objects, ſhou'd they fainter Charms poles 
Wou'd pleaſe *em longer, tho' they pleas*d*em leſs. 
| For Beauty's Blaze, tho? fierce, is quickly paſt; 
While Love, good Senſe, and Virtue, always laſt. 


The FIFTH PART 


Wor Inſtruct an am'rous Swain, 
Some Way to tell the N ymph his Pain, 


Io common Youths unknown: 
To talk of Sighs, of Flames; and Darts; 
Of bleeding Wounds, and burning Hearts; 


Are Methods vulgar grown. 


What need'ſt thou tell? (the God reply'd) 
That Love the Shepherd cannot hide 
The Nymph will quickly find: 
When Phebus does his Beams diſplay, 
To tell Men gravely that *tis Day; 


Is to ſuppoſe 'em blind. 
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S the Snow in Vallies lying, 


Phebus his warm Beams applying, 
goon diſſolves and runs away; 

So the Beauties, fo the Graces, 

Of the moſt bewitching Faces, 
At approaching Age decay. 


As a Tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided, 
By the Slaves he once control d; 
So the Nymph, if none cou'd move her, 
Is contemn'd by ey'ry Lover, 


When her Charms are growing ole 


Melancholick Looks, and Whining, 
Lrieving, Quarrelling, and Pining, 
Are th- Effects your Rigours move Soft 
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Soft Careſſes, am'rous Glances, == 
Melting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 

Are the bleſs'd Effects of Love. 


Fair ones! while your Beauty's blooming, 
Uſe your Time, leſt Age reſuming 
What your Youth profuſely lends; 
You are robb'd of all your Glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old Stories, 


'To your unbelieyjng Friends. 


10 
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TOA — 
Sent Her with 
Call'd, 
H E R 2 FE AY L 2 * . 


H E noble Granvill here has * ſhown 


 Heroick Love, a Copy of his w; q 
No Flight of Fancy, but his Heart Indites 
Theſe moving Scenes, and what he feels, he writes. 


With Love like his, tho' in unequal Lays, 


Too charming Maid, I offer at thy Praiſe. 

Look'on Chruſbis, he each Feature drew 

In Nature's Pride, and ſure ſhe ſate for you. 
1 e 
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Obſerve her fad Farewel, ſhe beſt can give 


The dire Account, what *tis to Part and Live. 


| You'yeall her Cherms, her Beauty, and her Youth, 
But want, I fear, her Kindneſs, ind her Truth. 


Well had it been for Priam and his Race, 
Had F ate ſet me in Azamenmon's place, | 

And you Chruſezs : Glory ſhou'd have ſtrove 
But faintly then againſt the force of Love. 
Deaf to wn, and ſeorning to be Great, 
I'd left the Camp for ſome obſcure Retreat. 
There gazing on thoſe lovely Eyes prefer 

One Smile of yours to all the Pomp of War; 
And, ev'ry Mark of Royalty laid down, 

Had languiſh'd at your Feet, and ſav'd the Town, 
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Young Gentleman, 2 0 


| Who dy'd for Love fa |, 


MARRIED LADY. 
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ERE lyes a Youth, who fell a Sacrifice 


In his firſt Bloom, to Fair Aurelia's Eyes. 
Whom ſhall we blame? Her Duty was her Guard, 
And his Injuſtice was its own Reward. | 

(If he's unjuſt, whoſe Reaſon cannot prove 


Of force enough againſt Imperious Love) 
+ 8 Tea 
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Thi aſpiring Youth, who ſcorn'd to ſtoop ſo low, 
To take what Pity only cou'd beſtow ; 

Still wiſh'd for more, till in the fatal Strife 

He ſunk beneath the Virtue of a Wife; 

Reſign'd his Blood ro quench his guilty Flame. 


Baut Crimes of Love deſerve a gentle Name: 


And I muſt neither praiſe him, nor condemn, 
For I pe d, die to be bewail'd like him : 
Since ſhe, whoſe Piety deny'd to ſave, 


Now pours her fruitleſs Tears upon his Grave. 
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UT while to bring about their great Intent, 
The Chriſtian Army all their Vigour bent; ( 


The potent Enemy of Human-kind, 

Revolv'd their happy Progreſs in his Mind. 

His baleful Eyes with helliſh Envy glare, 3 

Half ftif'd Murmurs ſhow his inward Care, 

And hollow Groans betray his deep Deſpair: © - 

With ſuch a heavy, hoarſe, and bellowing See W 

Wild Bulls, when ſtung with Grief, they trace the 

Fill all the Groves, and all the Vallies round. 
MJ . 
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Collecting all the Rage within his Breaſt, 

Hy dn the tg Chris oel 
Fool! to believe with any Force or Skill, 

T* oppoſe the Methads of th! Eternal Will; 
And thoſe avenging Thunders to awake, 

That plung d him headlong down the flaming Lake, 
Regardleſs of that memorable Day, 
He'Sumimons nc now the States of Hell away. 
Theo“ all the Climes of endleſs Darkneſs rqundg | 
The-jarring Calls of the hoarſe Trumpet found; © 
Trembl'd the wide infernal Caves again, 

And long the murm'ring Air retain d the ſullen ** | 
Not half ſo dreadful in a ſtormy Wreck, 

| -M low'ring Clouds the noiſie Thunders break; 

r Vapors cloſe impriſon'd i in the Earth, 
With ſuch wild Rumour give themſelves a Birth. 
In various Troops, the gloomy Deities 
Together came, that ſhare the vaſt Abyſs: 


Un- 
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Unnumber'd Forms, and monſtrous all appear, 
And deadly Terror in their Looks they wear 
With horrid ſnaky Treſſes ſome were Crown'd, 
Some ſtampꝰ d with brutalHoofs the mig | 
Others more curſt a Human Viſage find i | 
But ſcaly Serpents end below, and wind . 8 4 

In circling Folds prodigious lengths behind: 
And many a lewd deteſted Harpy there, 
Centaurs, and Sphynx's hideous Forms 2 157 
Hydra, and Python, hiſſing thro' the Gloom, 
With Gorgon here, and barking Scylla, come: 

| Gyants, and ghaſtly Shapes that want a Ou. 
And fierce Chimera ſpitting angry F lame 3 

Many, and many, a frightful Monſter more, 
With wild Confuſion crowd the lofty Door. 
Great Lucifer the regal Seat commands 
Shaking a ruſty Scepter in his Hands: 


1 2 4 Nor 
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Nor Albime Hill, nor ſome exalted Rock, 

That proudly ſtands the raging, Ocean's Shock, 
Nor half fo tall th' Atlantic Mount appears, 

So vaſt his Bulk, ſo high his towering Front herears 
A horrid Majeſty ſurrounds his Face, 50 

is s Terror, Pride, and growing Rage increaſc. 
His redning Eyes like fatal Comets glare, 

And ſhoot malignant Venom thro? che Au: : 
Beneath his Breaſt deſcends a loathſome Beard, 
His Mouch a deep polluted Gulf appear'd; 

w hence iſſue Sulphur „Smoał, and pois' nous Steams, 
With mutt'ring Thunder, and deſtructive Flames: 
He ſpake; all Hell aftonith'd at the Noiſe 

Stood mute, grim Cerberus reſtrains his Voice; 
Cocytus tops; the Snakes to Hiſs forbear 

While throꝰ the I theſe dreadful Words 
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Infernal Gods, worthy the Thrones of Light, 
And Monarchies of Heav'n, your native Right, 
Whom from che Realms of Bliſs, your ancient Lot, 
The juſt, the glorious Cauſefor which we fought, 


With me to this opprobious Dungeon brought. 
Other Succeſs; ev'n he that rules the Skies, | 
Excepted from:our Noble Enterprize: | 

But unmoleſted now he Reigns above, 

And us from thence as conquer'd Rebels drove; 
From a ſerene, and everlaſting Day, 


From Stars, and from the Sun's delightſome Ray, 


To Shades, and everlaſting Night retire,” | 
Nor dare again to thoſe gay Climes aſpire. - | 
But I th? Effects of all his Wrath diſdain,” - | 
Till one curſt Thought cxaſperates my r * 


That racking Thought I never can ſuſtain: 
[could with Joy in Heav'n reſign my Place, 
Bur rage to ſee it fill'd with Man's degen'rate Race: 
1 T6 
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To ſee vile Duſt exalted to tupply 

Our once Illuftrious Stations in the Sky, 

And what diſtracts me more —: 

As al too little to our mighty Foe 

Appear d, that he for worthleſs Man could do; 

The run'd Wretches F orfciture to pay, 

He gave to Death his Darling Son a Prey; 

Victorious o'er the meagre King, in State 

| He proudly enters the infernal Gate; | £ I 
Within my gloomy Confines dar'd co:tread, 
And here in Scorn bis ſhining Banners ſpread. | 

| Millions of Captive Souls, our deſtind Prey, 

He led triumphant from the Shades away: 

And, what my Diſcontent and Pain renews, | 
The antient Enterprize he ſtill purſues; 

And while we idly here conſume the Day, 
To him the 4/ian Empire drops away, 
And falſe Audæa owns his Sway: 
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Loud 
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Loud Hymns in ev'ry Language to his Ad 
They ſing, and ſpread around the World his Fame. | 
Inſcrib'd in Braſs, and laſting Marble, they 
His Glory down to future Times convey: | 
To him alone devoted Flames ariſe, TEE > 
And Vows, and Od'rous Incenſe mount the Skies 
No blazing Fire upon our Altar ſhines, al 
Neglected ſtand our Temples, and our Shrines: 
No more with Gifts they crowd our rich Abodts, 1 

Nor fall before us as aſſiſting Gods“ 1 ne” 1 
Empty of Human Souls our Regions grow. 
While all the Roads of Hell unpeopPd how: 0 
And can we tamely ſuffer this? — And reſts 


No Spark of antient Vigour in your Breaſts? 
Have you forgot when in bright Arms we ſhone, 
Engag'd with Heav'n, and ſhook his lofry Throne? 
Our native Vigour, our immortal Flame, 
And ardent Thirſt of Glory, is the ſame. 

But 
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In pleaſing Miſchief are you grown ſo ſlow? 


Haſte then, with all the Rage of Hell aſſail 


f 
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But why, you dear Companions of my Woe, 


Loſt here in Sloth and Darkneſs we remain, - 


While new Allies the proſp'rous Chriſtians gain: 


Our dreaded Foes, by Arts or Force prevail; 
In all their Solemn Councils raiſe Diſſent, 
Ungrounded Jealouſies, and Diſcontent: 


Leſt ſome the Slaves of ſhameful Paſſions prove, 
Plung' d in the foft licentious Joys of Love; 


And others treach'rouſly the Cauſe decline, 


= Confound their Army, ſink the curſt Deſign. 
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IL A D * 


More Cruel than * 


pe By Mr. VANBROOK. 


HY d'ye with ſuch Diſdain refuſe | 
An humble Lover's Plea? + 


Since Heav'n denies you Pow'r to chuſe, 


You ought to value me. 
II. 
Uagrarefil Miſtreſs of a Hear, 
Which I fo freely gave; 


Tho' weak your Bow, thoꝰ blunt your Dart; 


I ſoon reſign'd your Slave. 
III. 


Nor was I r of your * 


Till you a Tyrant ger, 5 And 


* 
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And ſeem'd regardleſs of my Pain, 
b As Nature ſcgni'd of you. 

When thouſands with unerring Eyes, 

Your Beauty wou'd decry, 
What Graces did my Love deviſe, 
To give their Truths the Lie. 
| v. 

To ev'ry Grove I told your Charms, 

In you my Heav'n I plac'd, 


— — 
- * 2 


Propoſing Pleaſures in your Arms, 
Which none but I cou'd taſte, 
N 


For me t' admire, at ſuch a rate, 
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So damn'd a Face, will prove 


You have as little Cauſe to hate, 


As. I had Cauſe to love. 
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NE Rhodilard by Name, 

A Cat of wondrous Fame, 

So many Rats had ſlain, 

Few only did remain: 
Thoſe few were lean, and ſtarvd, 
And did but ſeldom eat; 

They durſt not ſeek for Meat, 
For fear of Rhodzlard : 


# *X 7 


Who paſs'd with ev'ry ſober Rat, 

More for a Devil, than a Cat. * 
: Now Rhodilard being in Love, 
1 . One Day he chanc'd to rove, 
To ſeek his Lady Fair, 
On the Houle Top, or 1n the Air, 
In ſhort, lo far he did remoye 

About that grand Affair, 

That the Gow Rats he left ES US | 


Would not th. occaſion loſe, 5 
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Bur fate in Council cloſ  - | 
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| To think how they once more might thrive. 
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Their reverend Du both Grave * * 
Did very prudently adviſe 
On the Cat's Neck to tye a Bell ; 
All do agree he counſell'd well; 


is 


The Difficulty was, to find 


The Means to tie it on: 


One frankly own'd he was afraid; 
D'ye think me Mad? another ſaid. 


They riſe, and nothing's done. 
Ha many Councils have I ſeen 
Aptly with this compar'd? 
Councils of other Note I mean, 
Than about Rhodilard ; 


Where all, while tis but to Diſpute; 


Can bravely ſtand their Ground: 


But when it comes to execute, 


Not one is to be found. 
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But the main Point is till behind ; 
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FROM 


ANACREON 


HAT Niobe to Stone was chang'd, 
And Progne like a Swallow rang d 
About the Fields, old Poets tell ; 


Why might not I transform as well? 


Oh! that I might become the Glaſs, 

In which you uſe to ſee your Face; 

Or if I cou'd be chang'd, my Fair, 

Into the Garment that you wear, 

The Bath in which your Body ſwims, 

The Eſſence that anoints your Limbs, 

The Pearls with which your Neck is dreſt, 
The Steenkirk ty'd upon your Breſt: 

Nay, I wou'd be your very Shoo, 


Still to be trod upon by you. 
. FROM 
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= FROM 15 


N Summer, and the Heat of all the Day, 
At my full Eaſe in 2 large Bed I lay, : 

One Window ſhut, t' other half open ſtand, 

Caſting a gloomy Light, as thro a Wood; 
Such as we uſe to ſee when the Sun ſets, 

Or as the Dawning of the Day begets; 

Such we ſhou'd ſtill afford a bluſhing Maid, 

Whoſe Baſhfulneſs of greater is afraid. 


Corinna enters with her N eck all bare, 
But where *twas cover'd by looſe dangling Hair; 
duch did of old Semiramis appear, 


Or Lais to fo many Lovers dear. 
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About her Shoulders careleſly was thrown, 
A Veil fo thin that all was thro” it ſhown. 


| I trove to pluck it off; ſhe to retain, 

But fo, as if ſhe meant to ſtrive in vain. 

When ſhe quite naked ſtood, my wond'ring Eye 
Could not one F ault in her whole Body ſpy. 
What Arms, what Shoulders had ſhe! what a Breaſt! 
How firm, and how inviting to be preſt ! 

How ſmooth and even did her Belly lye! 

What luſty Sides! And what a youthful Thigh! 
There needs no more, but all was moſt Divine. 

I drew her naked Body cloſe to mine; 

The reſt you gueſs: We were both tir'd too ſoon: 
May ev'ry Day of mine have ſuch a Noon. 


of MISCELLANT-POEMS. 353 


Hue and Cry 
AF TER 


FAIR AMORET. 


— 


By Mr. CONGREVE. 
” 299 = 7 
AIR Amoret 1s gone aſtray; _ 


Purſue and ſeek her, ev'ry Loyer ; 
| III tell the Signs, by which you may 

The wand'ring Shepherdeſs diſcover. 

| | IT. 

Coquet and Coy at once her Air, 
Both ſtudy'd, tho? both ſeem neglected; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 

Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 
232 
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III. | 
With Skill her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne er ſuſpect em; 


For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by chance, 
Tho? certain Aim and Art direct em. 


IV. 


She likes her ſelf, yet others hates 


For that which in her ſelf ſhe prizes; ; 
And while ſhe Laughs at them, forgets 
She is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


” & © 
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S O N 8. 


BY the ſane Hand. 


3 . TY” 
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I. = 
Look'd, and Iſigh'd, and! wiſh'dIcou'd ſpeak; 
| For I very fain wou'd have been at her; 
But when I ſtrove moſt my Paſſion to break, 
Still I then ſaid the leaſt of the Matter. | 
N 
I ſwore to my ſelf, and reſoly'd I wou'd try 


| Some way my poor Heart to recover; 
But that was all vain, for 1 Gone cou'd die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 
III. 
Dear Cælia be kind then; and ſince your own 1 


By Looks can command Adoration, 
Z 4 Giv 
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Give mine leaye to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
"Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Paſſion. 
+”. | 
We'll look, and we'll love, and tho? neither ſhou'd 
The Pleaſure we'll ſtill be purſuing, ('peak 
And ſo, without Words, I don't doubt we may make 
A very * end of this * 


I 0 N . 
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proves, 


H! what Pains, what racking Thoughts he 


Who lives remoy'd-from her he deareſt loves. 


In cruel Abſence doom'd paſt Joys to mourn, 


And think on Hours that will no more return. 


Oh! let me ne'er the Pangs of Abſence try, 


Saye me from Abſence, Love, or let me dic. 
SONG 
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For Iwo Women. 
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By the {ame Hand. 


a 1 5 
Love, and am belov'd again, 


S$trephon no more ſhall ſigh in vain; | 
Pre try'd his Faith, and found him true, 
And all my Coyneſs bid adicu. 
| 2. 

I love, and am beloy'd again, 
Yet ſtill my Tyrſis ſhall complain; 
I'm ſure he's mine, while I refuſe him, 


But ſhow'd I yield, I fear to looſe him. 


I. Men 
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2. And both will tire with often Taſting, 
When they find the Bliſs not laſting. 

1. Love is compleat in kind Poſſeſſing. 


2. Ah no! ah no! that ends the Bleſſing. 
Chorus of both. 


Then let us beware how far we conſent, 


ö 
? 
_ 
| 


Too ſoon when we yield, too late we repent ; 


Tis Ignorance makes Men admire, 


And granting Deſire, 
We feed not the Fire, 


But make it more quickly expire. 


5 


1. Men will grow faint with tedious Faſting. } 
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A 
Hy the ſame Hand. 
ſXRANT me, gentle Love, ſaid I, 
One dear Bleſſing e' er I die; 
Long I've born Exceſs of Pain, I 
Let me now ſome Bliſs obtain. 4 
Thus to Almighty Love I cry'd, i 


When angry, thus the God reply'd. 


Bleſſings greater none can have, 
Art thou not Amynta's Slave? 
Ceaſe, fond Mortal, to implore, - - 
For Love, Love himſelf's no more. 

8 SONG. 
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+ By the ſame Hand. 


I. 
Ruel Amynta, can you ſee 


A Heart thus torn which you betray d? 


Love of himſelf ne'er vanquiſh'd me, 
But thro' your Eyes che Conqueſt made. 
r 
In Ambuſh there the Traitor lay, 
Where I was led by faithful Smiles, 
No Wretches are ſo loſt as they, 
Who much Security beguiles: 
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By the ſame Hand. 
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& 


EE, ſee ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes! 


——— — — — 
« 


And now the Sun begins to riſe; 
Leſs glorious is the Morn that breaks 

From his Bright Beams, than her Fair Eyes. 
II. . i 
With Light united, Day they give, ' 
But difP rent Fates &er N ight fulfil: WE: i 
How many by his Warmth will live! | | þ 
How many will her Coldneſs kill ! | | 
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SONG 


By the ſame Hand. 


I 
Tous SCelinda goes to Pray'rs, 
If I but ask the Favour; 


And yct the tender Fool's in Tears, 


When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 
II. 


Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 


Or elſe had hopes to win her; 


Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a Saint, 


Or I of her a Sinner. 


LESBIA 
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ES Fab 


By the ſame Hand. 
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HEN Les6ia firſt I ſaw ſo heav'nly Fair, 
With Eyes ſo bright, and with that awful Air, 
[thought my Heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch· d Celeſtial Fire. 
But ſoon as &'er the beatcous Idiot ſpoke, 
Forth from her Coral Lips ſuch Folly broke, 
Like Balm the trickling Nonſenſe heal'd my Wound, | 
And what herEyesenthral'd, her Tongue unbound. 
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PROLOGUE 


TO THE 


7 RI VCF 8 8. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


By the ſame Hand. 


F what we feel of Joy cou'd be expreſs'd, 

It were unworthy of our Royal Gueſt: 
Great Bleſſings, when beſtow'd above Deſert, 
Suppreſs the Speech, tho? they inſpire the Heart. 
Thus, tho? the Muſe her grateful Homage pays, 
She dares not ſtrive her trembling Voice to oy 


And Pay uncqualThanks,or diproportion'dPraiſe 
| Such 
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Such Awe there is in all ſublime Delight ; 


*-.. 


And fo ſevere 1 is Joy when Exquiſite. | 
Our ſickly Clime, which has for ten Years paſt, 

With one continu'd Winter been o'er- caſt: 

Has this new Age with wonted Health begun, 

Reriv' d and chear' d by the relenting Sun. 

Again, the Spring does early Bloſſoms yield, 

And Natute laughs in ev'ry living Field. 

The Stage alone remains a frozen Soil, 

And fruitleſs mocks the weary Lab'rers Toil; 

But this bright Preſence darts enliv'ning Fires, 

And ey'ry Muſe with Genial Warmth inſpires: 

Health to the World, the Sun's kind Heat aſſures; 

That lives by his, but we ſurvive by yours. 
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V ERSES 


| Sacred to the M EM ORT of 


"99 Lady Gethin. 


Occafioned by reading her Book, Tntitled, 


RELIQUIZ GETHINIANE 


* 4 _—_C 


By the ſame Hand. 
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8 * 


Fter a painful Life in Study ſpent, 1 
The Learn'd themſelves their Ignorance la- 
And aged Men, whoſe Lives exceed the Space, 

Which ſeems the Bound preſcrib'd to mortal Race, 


With hoary Heads, their ſhort Experience grieve, 


. anat ze aa 7 


As doom d to die before they'ye learn'd to live. 
| 80 
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go hard it is true Knowledge to attain, 

80 frail is Life, and fruitleſs Human Fair, 
Who- er on this reflects arid then beholds 
With ſtri&t Attention, what this Book atifoldy,: | 
With Admiration ſtruck, ſhall queſtion: Wi 

80 very long cou'd live, fo much to kfiow ? 

For ſo compleat the finiſt d Piece appears, 

That Learning ſeems combin'd with length of Years; 
And both improy'd by pureſt Wit, to reach 
At all that Study, or that Tithe can teach. 
But to what height muſt his Amazement riſe —_ 
When havflig read che Work, he turns lis Eyes 
Again to view the foremoſt op'ning Page, 

And there the Beauty, Sex, and tender Age 15 
Of Her beholds, in whoſe pure Mind aroſe 
Th EtherialSource from whence this Current flows! 


When Prodigies appear, our Reaſon fails, 


And Superſtition o'er Philoſophy prevails. 
A a 2 Cs Some 


| 
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Some heav'nly Miniſter we ſtrait conclude, 


Some Anpgel-Mind with Female Form indu'd, 
To make a ſhort Abode on Earth, was ſent, 
(Where no Perfection can be permanent) 


And having left her bright Example here, 


Was quick recall'd, and bid to diſappear. 
Whether around the Throne, Eternal Hymns 


She Sings, amid the Choir of Seraphims, 
Or ſome refulgent Star informs, and guides, 
Where ſhe, the bleſt Intelligence, preſides; 


Is not for us to know who here remain; 


For *twere as Impious to enquire, as Vain: 


And all we ought, or can, in this dark State, 


Is, what we have admir'd, to imitate. 


E PI 
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E PIT APH 


UPON 


Robert Huntmgton, 


Of Stanton Harcourt, Eſq; 


-_ 
ROBERT His $ O N. 


| 


By the ſame Hand. 


H IS peaceful Tomb does now contain, | 


F ather and Son, together laid, 


Whoſe living Virtues ſhall remain, 
When they, and this, are quite decay'd. 
A a 3 What . 


. FIFTH PART 

What Man ſhou'd be, to Ripeneſs grown, 

And finiſn'd Worth ſhow'd do, or ſhun, 
At full was in the Father ſhown; 


What Youth cou'd promile, in the SON. 


But Death obdurate, both deſtroy 'd 
The perfect Fruit, and op'ning Bud: 
Firſt ſeiz d thoſe Sweets we had enjoy'd, 
Then robb'd us of the coming Good. 
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ON THE 


CREATION 


50 Mrs. Elis. 2 
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Ven OR yet the crude Materials of the Earth 


Were form'd; nor Time, nor Motion yet had 
(Birth: 


Nor yet one ſolitary ſpark of Light 
Glard throꝰ the dusky Shades of ancient Night, 
Nor on the barren Waſtes of endleſs Space, 

As yet were circumſcrib'd the Bounds of Place: 
When at th* Almighty's Word, from Nothing ſprings | 
The firſt confus'd Original of Things. 
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Whatever now the Heav'ns wide Arms embrace, 


Together then lay blended in a Maſs; 

| The Dull, the Active, the Refin'd, and Baſe, 
The Cold, the Hot, the Temp'rate, Moiſt, and Dry, 
All mingl'd in profound Diſorder lye; 


In one prodigious undiſtinguiſh'd Heap, 
TI extreameſt Contraries of Nature Sleep: 


Nor yet the ſprightly Seeds of F ire aſcend, 


Nor downwards yet the pond'rous Atoms tend. 
A monſtrous Face the new Creation wears, 


And void of Order, Form, and Light, No 


Till the Almighty Fiat, once again 


Pronounc'd, did Motion to each Part ordain, 


| Awoke the tender Principles of Life, 


And urg'd the growing Elemental Strife. 
And now Confuſions infinite ariſe, _ EY 
From Nature's moſt remote An tipathies: 


But 
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But while againſt their furious Oppoſites, 


Each Hoſtile Atom all its Force unites, 


Their own loy'd Species, thro? the formleſs Maſs, | 
With am'rous Zeal officiouſly they trace, | 8 | 
And join, and mangle in a ſtrict Embrace. ; 
The lively ſhining Particles of Light, 
On dazzling Wings attempt their nimble Flight. 
The fine tranſparent Air, with mighty Force, 
Thro* Fix'd and Fluid, upward takes its Courſe. 
The groſſer Seeds with heavy Motion preſs, 
And meeting in the midſt, the Central Parts poſſeſs; 


While the united Waves, without Control, 


About the ſlimy Surface proudly roll, 

Till an Imperial Word their Force divides, 

And Io! the Deep by ſmooth Degrees ſubſides; 
And lo! the riſi ing, ſtately Mountains leave 
Their 00zy Beds: And lo! the Vallies cleaye, 8 
The congregated Waters to receive; 

8 | e | | And 
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The tceming Ground to riſing Groves gives wr 


1 
| \ 


Part to the Subterranean Caves below, 


And down the ſinking Billows calmly go, : 


And part around the Hills in circlingCurrents flow. 
And now the ſlimy, ſoft fermented Earth, 


Prepar'd to give her various Species Birth, 


Obedient to the Voice, produces all 


Her boundleſs Stores at her Creator's Call. 


A ſudden Spring at his Command aroſe, 


And various Plants their verdant Tops diſcloſe; 


Which Leaves and Bloſſoms inſtantly diſplay, 


And every Branch with tempting Fruit looks gay. 
| When he again, whoſe active Word fulfill 'd 


Exactly all the mighty Things he will'd, 


Commands, and ſtraight the Heav'nly Arches riſe, 


And kind'ling Glories brighten all the Skies. 


4 ſudden Day with gawdy Luſtre gilds 
'Th' expanded Air, the new-made Streams, and Fields; 


Ten 
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Ten thouſand ſprightly dazzling Lights adyance, 
And trembling Rays in the wide Ether dance: 
The Sun, beyond them all immenſe and gay, 
Aſſumes the bright Dominion of the Day; 
aud whirling up the Skies with rapid force, 
Along the radiant Zone begins his deſtin'd Courſe. 


And now another Efficacious Word, 

The Air, and Earth, and wat'ry Region ſtor'd: 
The num'rous Vehicles for Breath prepar'd, 

The mighty Summons of their Maker heard; 
And from the Boſom of their native Clay 
Sprung into Life, and caught the vital Ray. 
Millions of footed Creatures range the Woods, 
Millions with Fins divide the Cryſtal Floods; 
Millions beſides, with wanton Liberty, 

On painted Wings riſe ſinging to the Sky. 


But 
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Bur laſt of all, two of a nobler Kind, 

After the brighteſt Model in his Mind, 

With Care the Great Artificer deſign'd: 


Beyond his other Works, compleat and fair, 


He form'd with ev'ry Grace the lovely Pair, 
Adorn'd with Beauty, crown'd with Dignity, 
Immortal, Godlike, Rational, and Free: 
Serenc Impreſſions of a Stamp Divine, 

Upon their matchleſs Faces clearly ſhine : 

In deep ſuſpence, and at themſelves amaz'd, 
With curious Eyes they on each other gaz'd; 
Themſelves, and all the fair Creation round, 


Survey, and ſtill freſh Cauſe of Wonder found. 


For now, in their Primæval Luſtre gay, | 6 
The Earth and Heav'ns their utmoſt Pride diſplay. Wl 
The blazing Sun from his Meridian height, F 


Throꝰ an uncloudeds ky darts round his AamingLight. 
The 
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The Fields, the Floods; and all ch*enlighten'd AH 
In open Day look raviſhingly Fair. 

T he bright Carnation, and the fragrant:Roſe; 
Their Beauties freſh with heav'nly Dew diſcloſe. 
The noble Amaranths ſhow their purple Dye, 
Splendid, as that which paints the Morning Sky. 
Ten thouſand od'rous F low'rs, of various Hue, 

In ey'ry Shade and Plain, ſpontaneous grew; 

And down the ſmooth Deſcent of Verdant Hills, 
From Marble F ountains guſh a thouſand Rills; 
Thro? many a pleaſant Shade they murm ring go, - 
And mingle with the larger Streams below, 8 
Which thro? the flow'ry Vallies ſoftly flow; 

And all along their lovely, ſpacious Banks, 
Immortal Trees are plac'd in equal Ranks, 

Whoſe charming Shades might God himſelf delight, 


And Angels from their Heav'nly Bow'rs invite. 


Here 
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Here gentle Breezes, from their fragrant Wings, 
Shed all the Odours of a thouſand Springs IJ 
Harmonious Birds among the Branches ſing, 


And all the Groves with chearful Ecchoes ring. 


Hail mighty Maker of the Univerſe! 
My Song fhall ſtill thy glorious Deeds rehearſe: 
Thy Praiſe, whatever 8 abject others chuſe, 
Shall be the lofry Theam of my aſpiring Muſe. 


F 
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8 


Inſcrib'd to 


The Honourable, Mrs. —— / 


5 By the ſame Hand. 


 4MARILLIS. 
"Hile ſwiftly down theSkies theDay deſcends, , 
And riſing Night the Ey'ningShadecxtends; I 
While pearly Dews o'er- ſpread the fruitful Field, 
And clofing Flow'rs refreſhing Odours yield, 
Let us beneath theſe gentle Shades recite 
What Love, and what the Rural Muſe Indite 
Nor 
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Nor need we, 1n this cloſe Retirement, fear 
Left liſt' ning Swains our Am'rous Secrets hear. 
+> $14 VF. 
Toe ev'ry Shepherd I wou'd mine proclaim, 
Since Fair Corinna is my ſofteſt Theam; ; 
A Stranger to the looſer Joys of Love, 
My ThoughtsalonetheWarmth of Friendſhip prove; 
And, while its pure and ſacred Force I ſing, 
Chaſt Goddeſs of the Groves, thy Succour bring, 
AMARILLIS. 


Propitious God of Love, my Breaſt inſpire 


With all thy Charms, with all thy pleaſing Fire: 


Propitious God of Love, thy Succour bring, 
While I thy Darling, thy Alexis ling; 
Alexis, as the op'ning Bloſſoms, Fair, 


1 | Lovely as Light, Soft as the yiel ding Airs 


For him each Virgin Sighs, and on the Plains 


The matchleſs Youth without a Rival reigns; 
” With 
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With ſuch an Air, with ſuch a'graceful Mien, 

No Shepherd dances on the flow'ry Green: 

Nor to the ecchoing Groves, and whiſp' ring Springs, 


In ſweeter Strains the tuneful Co —ve ſings. 
SILVIA 

Corinna's lovely as the breaking Day, 
And ſuch a chearful Light her Eyes diſplay: 
Where-e'er ſhe comes all ſullen Care retires; 
And ſprightly Joys, and Love, and gay Deſires; C 
In ey'ry Breaſt the beauteous Nymph inſpires. 4 
But oh! methinks when ſhe no more appears, 
The Plain a dark and gloomy Proſpect wears; 
In vain the Streams roll on; the Eaſtern Breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling Trees: 
In vain the Birds begin their Ev'ning Song, 
And to the ſilent Night their Notes prolong; 
The Groves, the Cryſtal Streams, and verdant Field, 
Corinna abſent, no Diverſions yield. 


B b AA. 


AMARILLIS. 
Alexis abſent, all the penfive Day 


In ſome obſcure Retreat Iſigh away; 


All Day to the repeating Caves complain 


In mournful Accents, and a dying Strain: 


Dear, lovely Youth, I cry; and all around 


The flatt' ring Vales reſtore the tender Sound. 
SILVIA. 


On flow'ry Banks, to ev'ry murm'ring Stream, 


Corinna is my Muſe's conſtant Theam; 


Tis ſhe that does my artleſs Thoughts refine, 
And with her Name my nobleſt Verſe ſhall ſhine. 
AMARILLIS. 


eu twine freſh Garlands for Alexis Brows, 


And Conſecrate to him my ſofteſt Vows: 
The charming Youth ſhall my Apollo prove, 


Adorn my Songs, and tune my Voice to Love. 


IN 


N 
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kad d to the Honourable 


he Lady WORSELT 


By the ſame Hand. 


Eſt Gift that Heay*ns Indulgence cou'd beſtow ! 


To thee our ſureſt Happineſs we owe; 

Thou all the flying Pleaſures doſt reſtore, 

Which, but for thee, bleſt Mem'ry, were no more: 
B b 2 | For 
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WW For we no ſooner graſp ſome frail Delight, 
| But, ready for its everlaſting Flight, 

E'er we can call the haſty Bliſs our own, 


If not retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 


Thou to the fond ſucceſsful Lover's Heart, 


A A thouſand melting Raptures doſt impart; 


When, yet more lovely than her ſelf, and kind, 
Thou bring'ſt his fancy'd Miſtreſs to his Mind; 
The flatt'ring Image wears a livelier Grace, 
A ſofter Mien, and more inticing Face. 
Thou from the flying Minutes doſt retrieve 
The Joys, Clorinda's Wit and Humour give; 
Thoſe Joys that I had once poſſeſs'd in vain, 


Did not the dear Remembrance ſtill remain: a 


She ſpeaks, methinks, and all my Soul 
= res; 
Brightens each Thought, and gives my Muſe new 


„fis 
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'Tis ſhe that lends my daring Fancy Wings, 


Softens my Lyre, and tunes its warbling Strings. 


Thou only to the Guilty art ſevere, 
Who the Review of their paſt Actions fear; 
But to the Innocent and Virtuous Mind, 
Art ill propitious, ſmiling ill, and kind. 
To thee we all thoſe charming Pleaſures owe, 
The Pleaſures that from gen'rous Actions flow, 
And they are ſtill the nobleſt we poſſeſs below. 


1 
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R TAE A 
E T fragrant Eaſtern Breezes round thee play, 
And op'ning Bloſſoms ſtill adorn thy Way; 
Let bubbling Fountains murmur to thy Sleep, 
And Pan himſelf the while protect thy Sheep; 75 
zy wanton Herds thro? verdant Paſtures ſtray, 
3 Paſtures like " "AY all Aouriſhing and gay. 
And when with guiltlefs Sports, the Rival Swains, 
For rural Glory ſtrive upon the Plains, 


Still 
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Still, brave Mw, let the Prize be thine, 
And on thy Brows the faireſt Garland ſhine. 
- LEXUS | 
Unfading Wreaths may*l|t thou, Mirtilla, gain, 


And deathleſs Honours by thy Verſe obtain; 
May ſuch ſmooth Numbers warble from thy Te 
As late the skilful Melibæus ſung. 
TN 

No ſuch ambitious Aim my Mind purſues, 
Tis Love, ah charming Youth! inſpires my Muſe: 
Could I but pleaſe thee with my artleſs Lays, 
proudly ſhou'd neglect all other Praiſe, 
Wou'dſt thou be grateful, ey*ry Grove, and Stream, 
And ſounding Vale, ſhou'd eccho with thy Name; 
Each Rock, each winding Cavern and Retreat, 
The ſoft inchanting Accents ſhou'd repeat: | 
And if my Muſe Immortal Fame cou'd give, | 
Thy Name in deathleſs Numbers ſhou'd ſurvive. - | 
| Bb4 ALEX. 
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„ | ALERTS. 
Secure from Fate, he needs no further crave, 
Who ſuch a laſting Monument may have: 
But oh! his Glory nc'er can be improv'd, 
Who by the bright Lycorts has been lov'd. 
MIRTILL SH: 
Fond Youth, in yonder ſolitary Shade, 
I ſaw Narciſſus with the perjur'd Maid; T 
A thouſand tender things ſhe look'd, and ſaid, 
Her raviſh'd Eyes upon his Beauty fed; 
With Flow” rs his graceful flowing Hair ſhe dreſt, 
And all her Smiles tumultuous Joys expreſo d 
AM 
What paſs'd before I ſaw my lovely Fair, 
bf Deſecryes not now my Jealouſie or Care: 
HFad I at firſt the gentle Charmer known, 
| She had been conſtant then, and all my own. 


T H E 
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Cel alu and Procris; 
Being the Ending of the Seventh Bock of 


0 is MET AMORPHOSES. f 


FO th'inmoſt Courts the nia Youths were 


(led, 


And plac'd by Phocus on a Brian Bed; 
Who ſoon obſery'd ¶Aolides to hold 

A Dart of unknown Wood, but arm'd with Gold. 
None better loves (ſaid he) the Huntſ- man's Sport, 
Or does more often to the Woods reſort; 
Yet 
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Vet I that Jav'lins Stem with wonder view, 


I cannot gueſs the Tree; but neyer Art 
Did form, or Eyes behold fo fair a Dart! 


Still greater Wonder, if you knew its Uſe. 

It never fails to ſtrike the Game, and then 
Comes bloody back into your Hand agen. 
Then Phocus each Particular deſires, 

And th Author of the wond'rous Gift enquires. 
To which the Owner thus, with weeping Eyes, 
And Sorrow for his Wife's ſad F ate, replies, 


This Dart the Cauſe for which ſo much I grieve; 
And ſhall continue to grieve on, till Fate 
Afford ſuch wretched Life no longer Date? 
Would I this fatal Gift had neer enjoy'd, 
This fatal Gift my tender Wife deſtroy'd: 


Too brown for Box, too ſmooth a Grain for Yey, 


The Gueſt then interrupts him Twou'd produce 


This Weapon here (O Prince!) can you belicyc 


Procris 


Ge ae ti 


A 
Le 
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Procris her Name, ally'd in Charms and Blood, 
To Fair Orythia courted by a God. 

Her F ather ſeal'd my Hopes with Rites Divine, | 
But firmer Love before had made her mine. 

Men call'd me bleſt, and bleſt I was indeed. 

The ſecond Month our Nuptials did ſucceed, 
When (as upon Hymettus dewy Head, 

For Mountain Stags, my Net betimes I Rey 
Aurora ſpy'd, and raviſh'd me away, | 

With Rev'rence to the Goddeſs, I muſt ſay, 
Againſt my Will, for Procris had my Heart, 
Nor wou'd her Image from my Thoughts depart. 

ar laſt, in. Rage ſhe cry'd, Ingrateful Boy 

bo to your Procris, take your fatal Joy; _ 

And fo diſmiſs d me: Muſing as I went 

What thoſe Expreſſions of the Goddeſs meant, V. 

A thouſand jealous Fears poſſeſs me now 

Leſt Procris had prophan'd her Nuptial Vow: 
55 Her 
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Her Vouth and Charms did to my F ancy Paint 
A lewd Adultreſs, but her Life a Saint. 

Yet I was abſent long, the Goddeſs too 

Taught me how far a Woman cou'd be true. 
Auroras Treatment much Suſpicion bred, 
Beſides, who truly love ev'n Shadows dread. 

I ſtraight impatient for the Trial grew, 

What Courtſhip back'd with riched Gifts cou'd do. 
Auroras Envy aided my Deſign, 

And lent me Features far unlike to mine. 

In this Diſguiſe to my own Houſe I came, 

But all was chaft, no Conſcious Sign of Blame: 
With thouſand Arts I ſcarce Admittance found, 
And then beheld her weeping on the Ground 
For her loſt Husband; hardly I retain'd 

My Purpoſe, ſcarce the with'd Embrace refrain'd. 
How dharming was her Grief! Then, Phocus, guels 
What killing Beauties waited on her Dreſs. 


Her 


— — — | CEE 


WWere-e'er he is, whatever Cauſe detains, 


Jet I perſiſt, and urge my Deſtiny. 
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Her conſtant Anſwer, when my Suit I preſt 


Forbear, my Lord's dear Image guards this Breaft ; 


Who-eer has his, my Heart unmuv'd remains. 


What greater Proofs of Truth than theſe cou'd be? 


At length ſhe found, when my own Form return'd, 


Her jealous Lover there, whoſe Loſs ſhe mourn'd. 
Enrag'd with my Suſpicion, {wift as Wind | 

She fled at once from me and all Mankind; 

And ſo became, her Purpoſe to retain, 

A Nymph, and Huntreſs in Diana's Train: 
Forſaken thus, I found my Flames encreaſe, 
l own'd my Folly, and I ſu'd for Peace. 


lt was a Fault, but not of Guilt to move 


Such Puniſhment, a Fault of too much Love. 


6 MW Thus I retriev'd her to my longing Arms, 


Ul 


And many happy Days poſſeſsd her Charms. 
| But 
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But with her ſelf ſhe kindly did confer, 
What Gifts the Goddeſs had beſtow'd on her; 
The fleeteſt Grey-hound, with this lovely Dart, 
And I of both have Wonders to impart. 


Near Thebes a Savage Beaſt, of Race unknown, 


. Laid waſte the Field, and bore the Vineyards down; 
The Swains fled from him, and with one Conſent 


Our Grecian Youth to chaſe the Monſter went; 


More ſwift than Light'ning he the Toils ſurpaſt, 
Andin his Courſe, Spears, Men, and Trees o'er-caſt. 
We ſlipt our Dogs, and laſt my Lelaps too, \ 
When none of all the mortal Race wou'd do: h 
He long before was ftrugeling from my Hands, 1 
And, e' er we cou'd unlooſe him, broke his Bands. I 
That Minute where he was we cou'd not find, 8 
And only ſaw the Duſt he left behind. 

I climb'd a Neighb'ring Hill to view the Chaſe, 
While in the Plain they held an equal Race; 


The 
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The Savage now ſeems caught, and now by force 
Jo quit himſelf, nor holds the ſame ſtraight Courſe; 
But running Counter, from the Foe withdraws, 
And with ſhort Turning cheats his gaping Jaws: 
Which he retrieves, and ſtill fo cloſely preſt, 

You'd fear at ev'ry Stretch he were poſſeſsd; 

Yet for the Gripe his Fangs in vain prepare, 

The Game ſhoots from him, and he chops the Air. 
To caſt my Jav'lin then I took my Stand; 

But as the Throngs were fitting to my Hand, 

While to the Valley I o'er-look'd the Wood, 
Before my Eyes two Marble Statues ſtood. 


That, as purſu'd, appearing at full ſtretch, 

This barking after, and at point to catch. 

dome God their Courſe did with this Wonder grace. 
What neither might be conquer'd in the Chaſe; 

A ſudden Silence here his Tongue ſuppreſt, 

He here ſtops ſhort, and fain wou'd wave the reſt. 


"ll The 
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The eager Prince then urg'd him to impart; 
The Fortune that attended on the Dart. 
Firſt then, (ſaid he) paſt Joys let me relate, 
For Bliſs was the Foundation of my Fate. 


No Language can thoſe happy Hours expreſs, 


Did from our Nuptials me and Procris bleſs: 
The kindeſt Pair! What more cou'd Heav'n confer? 
For ſhe was all to me, and I to her. 

Had Fove made Love, great Zove had been deſpis'd; 
And I my Procris more than Venus priz'd: 
Thus while no other Joy we did aſpire, 

We grew at laſt one Soul, and one Deſire. 
Forth to the Woods I went at break of Day, 
(The conſtant practice of my Youth) for Prey: 
Nor yet for Servant, Horſe, or Dog did call, | 
I found this ſingle Dart to ſerve for all. 4 
With Slaughter tir'd, I ſought che cooler Shade, G 
And Winds that from the Mountains piere'd che dl 


Come 
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—— — ———— — 
2 — 1 — — em 


me 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 397 
Come gentle Air, (to was I wont to ay) Toy .-1: 
Come gentle Air, ſweet Aura come away. 
This always was the Burden of my Song, 
Come *ſwage my Flames, ſweet Aura come along; 
Thou always art moſt welcome to my Breaſt; 
[ faint; approach thou deareſt, kindeſt Gueſt! | 
Theſe Blandiſhments; and more than theſe, I ſaid, 
(By Fate to unſuſpected Ruin led) 
Thou art my Joy, for thy dear ſake I lore 
Each deſert Hill and ſolitary Grove; . 
When (faint with Labour) J Refreſhment Wach 
For Cordials on thy fragrant Breath I feed. 
At laſt a wand'ring Swain in hearing came, 
And cheated with the ſound of Aura's Name, 
He thought I had ſome Aſſignation made 
And to my Prorris Ear the News convey'd. 
Great Love is ſooneſt with Suſpicion fir'd, 
She Swoon'd, and with the Tale almoſt ird: 

Ce Ah! 


3 The FIFTH PART 


Ah! wretched Heart, (ſhecry'd) ah! faithleſs Man! 

And then to curſe th' imagin'd N ymph began ; 

Yet oft ſhe doubts, oft hopes ſhe is deceiy'd, 

And chides her ſelf that ever ſhe beliey'd 

| Her Lord to ſuch Injuſtice cou'd proceed, 

„Till the her ſelf were Witneſs of the Deed. = 

Next Morn I to the Woods again repair, 

And weary with the Chaſe invoke the Air; 

Approach, dear Aura, and my Boſom chear : 

At which a mournful Sound did ſtrike my Ear; 

Vet I proceeded, till the Thicket by, : 

With ruftling Noiſe and Motion drew my Eye; 

I thought ſame Beaſt of Prey was ſhelter'd there, 

And to the Coyert threw my certain Spear. 

From whence a tender Sigh my Soul did wound, 

Ah me! it cry'd, and did like Procris ſound. 

Procris was there, too well the Voice I knew, 

And to the Place with headlong Horror flew. 
Ea Where 


rc 
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Where I beheld her gaſping on the Ground, ; 
In vain attempting from the deadly Wound 

To draw the Dart, her Love's dear fatal Gift! 

My guilty Arms had ſcarce the ſtrength to life 

The beauteous Load, my Silks and Hair I tore 

(If poſſible) to ſtanch the preſſing Gore; y 
For Pity begg'd her keep her flitting Breath, 55 
And not to leave me guilty of her Death: 

While I intreat ſhe fainted faſt away, 

And theſe few Words had only ſtrength to ſay, 
«By all the Sacred Bonds of plighted Love, 

0 By all your Rev rence to the Pow'rs above, 
«By all that made me Charming once appear, | 
*By all the Truth for-which you held me dear, 
*Andlaſt by Love, the Cauſe through which I bleed, 
Let Aura never to my Bed ſucceed. 

| then perceiv'd the Error of our Fate, 

And told it her, but found and told too late! 
. I 
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I felt her lower to my Boſom fall, 
And while her Eyes had any Sight at all, 
On mane ſhe fix'd them; in her Pangs ſtill preſt 
My Hand, and ſigh'd her Soul into my Breaſt; 
Vet, being undeceiv'd, reſign'd her Breath 
Methapght more chearfully, and ſmil'd in Death. 


The weeping Heroe thus his Story told, 
To thoſe who now no longer cou'd with-hold 
From anſw'ring Sighs, and ſympathizing Tears; 
Til Hacus with his two Sons appears, 
With new-rais'd Forces, well appointed Bands, 
Whom Cephatus by Royal Grant Commands. 


The End of the Seventh Book. 
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Ejected as true Converts die, 


But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd; 
So, Faireſt, at your Feet I lye, 


Of all my Sex's Faults aſham'd. 


Too long, alas, have I defy'd 
The force of Love's almighty Flame; 
And often did aloud deride | 


His Godhead, as an empty Name. 


But, ſince ſo freely I confeſs 
A Crime, which may your Scorn produce, 
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Allow me now to make it leſs, 
By any juſt, and fair Excuſe. 


I then did vulgar Joys purſue; — 2 
Variety was all my Bliſs; . | 


But ignorant of Love, and you, 


How could I chuſe but do amiſs? 


If ever now my wand'ring Eyes 
Search out Temptations, as before; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe 
Their Charms, and value yours the more: 


May fad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
Revenge your Wrongs on faithleſs me; 


And, what I tremble ev'n to Name, 


May I loſe all, in loſing Thee. 
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Ighing and languiſhing I lay, 
A Stranger grown to all Delight; 
Paſſing in tedious Thoughts the Day, 
And with n Dreams the N ight. 


For your dear fake, my only Care 

Was how my conſtant Love to hide; 

And eyer drooping with Deſpair, 
Neglected all the World beſide. 


Cc 4 


Till 
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Till, like ſome Angel from Above, 
Your Mercy came to my Relief; 
And then 1 found the Joys of Love, ET 

Gan make Amends for all the Grief, "© a8 


Thoſe pleaſing Hopes I now purſue, 


Might fail, if you cou'd prove unjuſt 1 


But Promiſes from Heav- n, and you, 


Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt Bet bas ©; 


Here all my Doubts, and Troubles end; 
That tender Sigh my Soul aſſures; 


Nor am] vain, ſince I depend, 


Not on my own Deſert, but yours. 
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IKE Children in a Starry Night, 
When I beheld thoſe Eyes before, 
2 0 with Wonder, and Delight, 

Inſenſible of all their Pow 'r. 


[play'd about the Flame ſo long, 
At length I felt the ſcorching Fire; 
My Hopes grew weak, my Paſſion ſtrong, 


5 


And I lay dying with Deſire. 
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By all the help of Human Art, 

I juſt recover'd ſo much Senſe, 
As to avoid, with heavy Heart, 
- The Fair, but Fatal Influence. 


But, ſince you ſhine away Deſpair, 


And now my Sighs no longer ſhun, | 
No Perſian in his zealous Pray'r, 
So much adores the Riſing Sun. 
If once again my Vows diſpleaſe, 
There never was ſo loft a Lover 'Þ 
In Love, that languiſhing Diſeaſe, 
A ſad Relapſe we ne er recover. 
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Mr. Hemy Puree Death. 


O 


NOOD Angels ſaatchvd him eagerly on * 


Joyful they flew, ſinging, and ſoaring through 
Teaching his New fledg d Soul to fly, Gen 
While we, alas, did plung'd i in Sorrow _ 
He went muſing all along, 
And new compos'd their Heay'nly Song. 
Awhile his skilful Notes loud Hallelujahs drown'd; 


. hs” 
But ſoon they ceas'd their own, to catch his pleaſing 


Then, 
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Then, with Divine Tran ſport, eccho'd it all aroung, 
And David's tuneful Lyreimprov'd the Harmony, 
David, in Sacred Story ſo Renown'd, 


= vo leſs for Muſicky than for Poetry. 
—Oh Genius moſt ſublime in either Art! 
Crown'd with Applauſe ſurpaſling all Deſert! 
A Man juſt after God's own Heart ! 
If Human Cares are lawful tothe Bleſt, 
Already ſettl'd in Eternal Reſt, 
Needs muſt thou wiſh, that Purcell only might 
| Have liv'd to Set whatever thou didſt Write. 
For, ſure, the noble Thirſt af Flame 


In our frail Body never dies, 
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But with the Soul aſcends the Skies, | 
F rom whenee at firſt it came. 
I Is not the ſlighteſt Proof we have, 


That part of us ſuryives the Grave, 


And 
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; And in our Fame below ſtill bears a ſhare: 
Why is the Future elſe ſo much our Care, 
f Ev'n in our lateſt Moment of Deſpair? 
And Death it ſelf deſpis'd by all the Wiſe, and Brave! 
Oh, all ye Bleſt Harmonious A | 
OY happy Bus'neſs is roLove, andtoAdmire: 
Look down with Pity from your peaceful Bower, | 
On wretched Men perplex'd, 
And ever, ever vexd ü 
With anxious Care of Trifles, Wealth, and Pow'r. 
In our rough Minds due Rev'rence infuſe 
Tor ſweet melodious Sounds, and ev'ry artful Muſe. 
Muſick improves our Nature, and inſpires 


Nothing but eleyated Thoughts, and 4 ſoft De- 


fires. 


SON 
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By the ſame Hand. 
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H how I languiſn! What a ſtrange, 
Unruly, fierce Deſire? 
My Spirits feel ſome wond'rous change, 


My Heart is all on Fire. 


Now all my wiſer Thoughts, away ; 
In vain your Tale ye tell 
Of patient Hopes, and dull Delay ; 
Love's Foppiſh part, farewel. 


. Suppoſe one Week's Delay wou'd give 
All that my Wiſhes move; 
Oh! 


Oh! who ſo long a time can live, 


her Soul, perhaps, is too ſublime 
To like ſuch flaviſh Fear; 
Diſcretion, Prudence, all 1s Crime, 


If once condemn'd by her. 


To ſome unequal Fight, 
Reſoly'd to Conquer, or to Fall 
Before his General's Sight; 


Advanc'd the happy Heroe lives: 


Or if ill Fate denies, 


And gloriouſly he dies. 
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Stretch'd on the Rack, on Love? 


When Honour does the Soldier call, 


The noble Raſhneſs Heav'n forgives, 


10 
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Coquet B cauty 5 


By the ſame Hand. 


Rom Wars, and Plagues, come no ſuch Harms, 
As from a Nymph ſo full of Charms; 
So much Beauty in her Face, | 
In her Motions ſuch a Grace ; 
nn her kind inviting Eyes, | . | 
5 Such a ſoft Inchantment lyes, | 
That we pleaſe our ſelves too ſoon, 11 


And are with vain Hopes undone. 


After 
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After all her Softneſs, wen! 5 
Are but Slaves, while ſhe is free, 
Free, alas! from all Deſire, ob. 


* 


Unleſs to ſet the World on Fire. 


Thou, Fair Diſſembler, doſt but tue 
Deceive the World, as well as us: 
Like ſome ancient Heroe, thou 

Wou'dſt rather force Mankind to bow, 
And venture round the World to roam, 
Than Govern with Content at home: 
But truſt me, Celia, truſt me when 

The Muſe her ſelf inſpires my Pen; 

A Minute ſpent in Love, out-weighs 
Whole Years of Univerſal Praiſe, 

And one Adorer kindly us d, 

Gives truer Toys than Crouds refus'd. 


D d ; For 
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© For what does Youth, and Beauty ſerve:? 
Why more than all your Sex deſerve? 
Why ſuch ſoft alluring Arts 
To catch our Eyes, and charm our Hearts? 


By our Loſs you Nothing gain: 


= Unlcſs you Love, you Pleaſe in vain. 
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BROUTUS 


By Mr. CO , L E Z. 


* 


I. 

Xcellent Brutus, of all Human Race 
"*— The beſt, till Nature was improy'd by Grace, 
Till Men above themſelves Faith raiſed more 

Than Reaſon above Beaſts before; 
Virtue was thy Life's Center, and from thence 
Did /ilently and conſtantly Diſpence | 

The gentle vigorous Influence 
| To all the wide and fair Circumference : 


te x 1 
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| And all the Parts upon it lean'd ſo eaſily, 

Obey'd the mighty Force ſo willingly, 
That none cou'd Diſcord or Diſorder ſee 

In all their Contrariety. 

Each had his Motion natural and free, WE he 

And the Whole no more mov'd than the Whole World 

1 IL- 

From thy ſtrict Rule ſomethink that thoudidſt ſwerve 

( Miſtalen Honeſt Men) in Ceſar's Blood; 

What Mercy cou'd the Tyrant”s Life deſerve, 


1 | Fre rom him who kill'd Himſelf, rather than fret 


Th Heroick Exaltations of G ood 
| Are lo far from Underſtood, 
We count them Vice. Alas, our Sighit's ſo ill, 


That things which ſwifteſt Move, ſeem to ſtand ſil 


We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her Supream Idea brave and bright, 


In the Original Light. 


FAS a | 
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But as her Beams reflected paſs | 
Through our own Nature, or ill Cuſtoms Glaſs. 
And tis no wonder ſo, 5 
If with dejected Eye 
In ſtanding Poole we ſeek the Shy, 
That Sars ſo high above ſhould ſeem to us below. 
III. 
Can we ſtand by and ſee 
Our Mother Robb'd, and Bound, and Raviſh'd be, 
Yet not to her Aſſiſtance ſtir, 
Pleas d with theSrrength andBeauty of che Raviſter: ? 
Or ſhall we fear to kill him, if before, 
The CancelPd Name of Friend he bore? 
Ingrateful Brutus do they call? 
Ingrateful C4 ſar, who cou'd Rome enthral ! 


An Ack more barbarous and unnatural 
(In th* exact Ballance of true Virtue try'd) 
Than his 5 Nero's Parricide? 


8 D d 3 | There's 1 
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1 There's none but Brutus cou'd deſerve 
That all Men elſe ſhou'd wiſh to ſerve, 
And Cæſar's uſurp'd Place to him ſhou'd proffer 
Nonecandelerve't but he who wou'drefuſe cheOfer 
=; „ 
I Fate aſſum'd a Body thee t' affright, 
And wrap'd it ſelf th* Terrors of the Night, 
PII meet thee at Philippi, faid the Spright ; 

PI mett thee there, ſaidſt Thou, 
With ſuch a Voice, and ſuch a Brow, 
As put the trembling Ghoſt to ſudden Flight, 
It vaniſh'd as a Taper's Light 
Goes out when Spirits appear in ſight. 
One wou'd have thought t had heard the Morning 
Or ſeen her well-appointed Star 9 
Come marching up the Eaſtern-Hill afar. 
Nor durſt it in Philipp/s Field appear, 
But unſeen attack d thee there. 


Had 
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Had it preſum'd in any Shape thee to oppoſe, 
Thou wou'dſt have forc'd it back upon thy Foes: 
Or flain't like Ceſar, though it be 
A Conqueror and a Monarch mightier far than He. 
What Joy can Human things to us afford, 
| When we ſee periſh thus, by odd Events, 
I Men, and wretched Accidents, 
Thebeſt Cauſe and beſt Man that ever drew a Sword | 
When we fee 
The falſe Ofavrmns, and wild Antonie, 
God. like Brutus, Conquer Thee; 
What can we ſay, but thine own Tragick Word, 
That Virtue, which had worſhipp'd been by thee 
As the moſt ſolid Good, and greateſt Deity, 
By this fatal Proof became 
An Idol only, and a Name? 


The FIFTH PART 
| Hold, Noble Brutus, and reſtrain 
| The bold Voice of thy generous DiſYarn : 
Theſe mighty Gu/phs are yet | 
0b deep for all thy Fudgment and thy Mit. 
ſ | The Time's ſet forth already which ſhall quell 
[. Stiff Reaſon when it offers to Rebel. 
Which theſe great Secrets ſhall unſeal, 
And new Philoſophers reveal. 
A few Years more, ſo ſoon hadſt thou not dy'd, 
Would have confounded Human Virtues Pride, 
And ſhew'd thee a God Crucify'd. == 
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——08 guid noviſti rectius iſtis, 
Candidus imperti; ſi non, his utere mecum. 


3 — 


J. 
Is faid, that Favourite, Mankind 
Was made the Lord of all below; 
But yet the doubtful are concern'd to find, 


'Tis only one, Man tells another fo. 


And 
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And for this vaſt Dominion here, 

Which over other Beaſts we claim, 

_ Reaſon, our beſt Credential does __ 

By which indeed we Domineer 
But how abſurdly, we may ſee with Shame. 

Reaſon, that ſolemn Trifle! light as Air! 
Moy'd with each blaſt of Cenſure, or Applauſe! 

By partial Love, away *tis blown; 

Or the leaſt Prejudice can weigh it down; 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our Snare. 

In any nice, and weighty Cauſe, 8. 
How wav” ring are the Wiſeſt! yet the Graye 
Impoſe on that ſmall Judgment which we have. 

7 
In Works of Fame, whoſe Names have ſpread io 

And ey*n the force of Time defy d, Om" 

Some Failings yet may be deſery'd. 
Among the reſt, with Wonder be it told, 

| That 
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That Brutus is ador'd for Cæſar's Death ; 
By which he ſtill ſurvives in Fame's Immortal Breath: 
Brutus ! ev'n He, of all the reſt, 
In whom we ſhou'd that Deed the moſt deteſt, 
Is of Mankind eſteem · d the beſt! 
As Snow deſcending from ſome lofty Hill, 
Is by its rolling Courſe augmenting ſtill 
$0 from Iltuftrious Authors down has roll'd 
Till now, that Rev'rence he receiy'd of old; 
Still ev'ry Age adds a profound Eſteem, 

And guild their Eloquence with Praiſe of him. 
But Truth unvail'd, like a bright Sun appears, 
Io Shine away this heap of ſev'nteen hundred Years. - 

—_—_ 
In vain *tis urg'd by an Illuftrious Wit, * 
(To whom I otherwiſe ſubmit) 
| That Cæſar's Life no Pity cou'd deſerve 


From one who kilÞd himſelf, rather than ſerve. 
* Mr. Cowley. | G | f Had 
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Had Brutus choſe rather himſelf to ſlay, 
Than any Maſter to obey, 

Happy for Rome had been that noble 1 * 
The World had then remain'd in Peace, aud only 
For he, whoſe Virtue wou'd diſdain to own 

Subjection to a Tyrant's Frown, 
And his own Life had rather end.. 
(his Friend 
Wou'd ſure, muchrather kill himſelf; than only hurt 
To his own Sword in the Phil; 7ppian Field, 
Brutus indeed at laſt did yield; 


But in thoſe Times ſuch Actions were not rare, 


And then proceeded only from Deſpair: 
Elſe, he perhaps had choſe to hve, 
In hopes another Cz2/ar wou'd forgive; 
That ſo he might for Publick good, once more, 
Conſpire againſt a Life which had ſpar'd his before 


; IV. Our 
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EY: 
Our Country claims, indeed, our chiefeſt Care; 


And in our Thoughts deſerves the tend'reſt ſhare; 
Her to a thouſand Friends we ſhou'd prefer, Y 
But not betray 'em, tho? it be for her. 

Hard is his Heart whom no Deſert can move, 

A Wife, a Miſtreſs, or a Friend to Love, 
Above what e' er he does beſides enjoy; | 

But may he for their Sakes his Sire, or Sons deſtroy ? 
Sacred be all the Tyes of publick Good; 

We to our Country owe our deareſt Blood ; 

To ſuffer in her Service, were a Bliſs, 

And ey'n to fall, the nobleſt Fate that is; 

So brave a Death, tho? in Youth's early Bloom, 
Is above all the longeſt Life to come; 

But 'tis not, ſurely, of fo great Renown, 


To take another's, as to loſe our own: 


= 
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Of all that's ours we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to F riendſhip, Oh! tis Sacrilege i 
v. 8 
Can we ſtand by unmov'd, and ſee 
Our Mother robb'd, and raviſh'd? Can we be 
Excnrd, if in her Cauſe we never flir, 
Pleas dwiththe Strength andBeauty of theRaviſte!| 
Thus Sings our * Bard with almoſt Heat Divine; 
"Tis pity that his Thought was not as ſtrong, as fine; 
 Wou'd it more juſtly did the Caſe expreſs, 
Or that its Beauty, and its Grace were leſs. 


(Thus a looſe Nymph ſometimes we ſee, 
Who ſo Charming ſeems to be, 
That, jealous of a ſoft Surprize, 
We ſcarce dare truſt our eager Eyes.) 

So dangerous an Ambuſh to eſcape, 
We ſhall not plead a willing Rape; 

* Mr, Cowley. 


(0 


Fall 
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A Valiant Son wou'd be provok'd the more; 


A Force we therefore muſt confeſs, but acted long be- 


A Marriage ſince did intervene, Cy 
With all the ſolemn, and the ſacred Scene; 
Loud was the Hymenean Song, 


The violated * Dame walk'd ſmilingly along, 


And in the midſt of the moſt ſacred Dance, 


As if enamour'd of his Sight, 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring Glance 
On the bold Struggler for Delight; 
Who afterwards appear'd ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for Publick good alone he ſo aſpir d to Rule. 
ba; x2 ed e 12 
But, oh! that this were all the Muſe can urge 
Againſt a Roman of fo great a Soul! 
And that Fair Truth permitted us to purge” 
His Fact of what appears ſo foul! 
* Rome. 


Friend- 
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Friendſhip, that ſacred and ſublimeſt Thing! 
The nobleſt Quality, and chiefeſt Good! 
(In this baſe Age ſcarce underſtood) c > 
Infpires us with unuſual Warmth its injur' d Rites to 
Aſſiſt, ye Angels, whoſe Immortal Bliſs, 
Tho? more refin'd, chiefly conſiſts in this 
| __ plainly your bright Thoughts to one mn 
Oh! how ye all agree in Harmony Divine! 
The Courſe of mutual Love with equal Zeal ye run, 
ACourſe as far from any end, as when at firſt begun. 
You faw, and ſmiPd on this moſt worthy Pair, 
Who did betwixt them both ſo many Virtues ſhare; 
Some which belong to Peace, and ſome to Strife, 
| Thoſe of a calm; and of an active Life, 
That all the Excellence of Human Kind, 
Concurr'd to make of both but one united Mind; 


Which Friendſhip did ſo faſt and cloſely bind, 


(Souls were join d 


Not the leaſt Cement cou'd appear, by which their 
That 
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That Tie which holds our Mortal F n 
Which poor unknowing Wea Soul and Body name, 
Seems not a Compoſition more Divine, 
Or more abſtruce than all that does in Friendſhip ſhine. 
1 ' | 
From mighty Cz/ar's boundleſs Grace, 
Brutus indeed his Life receivd; 
But Obligations, tho? ſo great beliey'd, 
We count but flight in ſuch a Caſe, 
Where Friendſhip ſo poſſeſſes all the Place, 
| There is no room for Gratitude; ſincehe 
(can be. 
Who ſo obliges, is more pleas'd, than his ſav'd Friend 
Juſt in the midſt of all this noble Heat, 5 
Whiletheir great Hearts did both ſo kindly _— ; 


That it amaz'd the Lookers on, 


2 


And forc'd them to ſuſpect a * Father, and a Son ; 


(Yet here ev'n Nature's ſelf did ſeemto beoutdone) 
Cæſar was ſuſpected to have begotten Brutus: 


CY pus 
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From ſuch a Friendſhip unprovok'd to fall, 
Is Crime enough; but oh, that ſuch a Crime were al 


Which docs, with too much Cauſe, ungrateful 
(Brutus call! 


_ 

He calmly laid a long Deſign 

Againſt his beſt and deareſt Friend; 

Did all his Care and Credit bend 
To Spirit others up, to work his barb'rous end, 

Himſelf the Center where they all did join. 

Cæſar, mean time, fearleſs, and fond of him, 
Was as induſtrious all the while 
To give ſuch ample Marks of his Eſteem, 
I | As made the Graveſt Romans ſmile 
4 1 To ſee with how much eaſeLove can the Wiſe beguile 
Por he, whom Brutus doom' d to bleed, 
Did, ſetting his own Race aſide, 


* 


No 
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No leſs a thing for him provide, | 
ll Than to the World's great Empire to ſucceed: | 
: Which we are bound in Juſtice to allow, 
Is All-ſufficient Proof to ſhew 
That Brutus did not ſtrike for his own ſake; 
| And if, alas, he fail'd, *twas only by miſtake. 
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Quas quia P gnalion æ vum per crimen agentes 
Viderat, offen = vitiis, ſme Conjuge celebs 
Ji Ps &c. | 


\ Bſerving the lewd Lives that Women led, 


Pygmalion long declin'd the Nuptial Bed; 
Inſtructed by miſtaken Husbands Fate, | 

To chuſe the ſafe, the ſolitary State. 

At length, his loneſome Hours to entertain, 

In ſolid Iv'ry of the fineſt Grain, | 

He Carves a Nymph with ſuch Divine Succeſs, 1. 
That baffl'd Nature bluſhing muſt confels, 
No living Beauty did ſuch Charms expreſs. ] 

| With 


Pn 
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With his own Work the Artiſt grows Inflam'd, 
Enamour'd on the Statue which he fram'd. 

Nor cou'd you, if that Figure you ſuryey'd, 
Condemn his Paſſion for the Iv'ry Maid. 


That ſhe cou'd walk, thatſhecou'd talk you'd ſwear, 


But did through Virgin Modeſty forbear. 


The more he gazes he the more admires, 


| Fancy, that kindled, feeds his raging Fires. 


Flatt ring himſelf, what his fond Hopes conceive, 
His cheated Senſe as fondly does believe. 5 
Her lifeleſs Hand by his ſo long is graſp'd, 
Till he ſuppoſes his by hers is claſp'd; 
And while to move her Joints he trembling tries, 
Miſtakes the Motion, and thinks ſhe complies. 
Kiſſing, he thinks her Lips return the Kiſs 
With am'rous Heat, becauſe made warm with his: 
Speaks tender things that with his Paſſion ſuit," - 
And while hisTongue's withTranſport neyer mute, 
E e 3 : Amidſt 


. EITE PART 


Amidſt the Torrents of kind Words that break 
From his full Breaſt, he thinks he hears her ſpeak, 
He Wooes her now with Preſents, ſuch as find 
Succeſs with Maids, and make the coldeſt kind 
Fine Shells, rich Gems, Birds that can talk or ſing, 
And Flow'rs the earlieſt Tribute of the Spring; 
With far-fetch'd Trinkets, ev'ry ſtrange Device, 
And ev'ry Toy that was a Toy of price: 
He oft embraces, oft his Arms with-holds, 


And fears to cruſh her with too am'rous Folds. 


His Fancy next contrives what ſort of Dreſs 
Will beſt his Miftreſs's faultleſs Shapes expreſs; 
With Rings he decks her Fingers, Amber-Beads 
Adorn her Neck, with Pearl her Hair he braids; 

' Vaſt Gems for Pendants to her Ear-rings join'd, | 
A Gold-wrought Girdle round her Waſte is twin'd; 


While 
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While of his Miſtreſs, thus Attir'd and Gay, 
The curious Lover takes a new Survey, 

He finds each Ornament worth all his Coſt, 
She Charms in ew ry Dreſs, but Naked moſt. 
Duly at Night's approach the Iy'ry Maid 
Upon a Tyrian Counterpane is laid, | 
With ſofteſt Pillows he ſupports her Head, 
And calls her the dear Partner of his Bed. 


The Feftival of Venus now return'd, 
When offer'd Incenſe in the Temple burn'd, 
Where anxious Lovers yearly did repair 
With Preſents, and with more prevailing Pray'r:. | 
Amongſt the Supplicants Pygmalion came, 
His, you'll acknowledge, was a hopeleſs Flame,; 
Before the Altar with his Gift he ſtands, 
Where with low Voice, and with up-lifted Hands, 


Ee 4 160 
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Ye Pow'rs, (he ſaid) if you can all things do, 


As we are taught, and I wou'd think it true, 


| Grant that the Wife you ſhall alot me, may | 

 (DireQly Ivory he durſt not ſay) = > 

Be like ſome Ty'ry Statue that cou'd prove, 
Of Charms to make the Carver fall in Love. 

Bright Venus, ever to Love's Int'reſt true, 

The meaning of the dark Petition knew; 

Auſpicious Flaſhes thrice from th' Altar broke, 

And wreath'd theTemple'sRoof with curlingSmoke. 

Home (but deſponding ſtill) the Lover haſts, 

His Arms about his Iv'ry Miſtreſs caſts, 


At his firſt Kiſs he thinks her Lips are warm; 
The next Salute does more than Thought confirm. 
Then, with his eager Hand her Breaſt he tries, 


=_— Her panting Breaſt with ey'ry Touch complies 


Who more than ever now appear'd to Charm, | 


* . 
= | : 5 So 


7 
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So handling does to Pliantneſs reduce 
Hymettian Wax, and make it fit for Uſe. 
His Hand withdrawn, his Hand he does apply 5 
Once more (for doubtful was his Joy) to try 8 
If that were Fleſh he felt, or Ivory. 


Twas now a Body, quick with Vital Heat, 

He graſps ber Wriſts, and feels her Pulſes beat. 

In Torrents of tranſported Words he gives 

The Goddeſs Thanks, that bis Carr*dMiſtrelslivas: 
Kiſſes of real Guſt he now beſtows, | 

Which that ſhe felt the bluſhing Virging ſhows, | 
Whoſe new-enliven'd Eyes at once diſcover," Þ 


Days chearful Light, and a more chearful Loyer. 


At lengek the Goddeſs, who theſe Nuptials made, 
The Bleſſing gives of her Prolifick Aid; 
The Bride a Mother in nine Months became, 

And Paphos bore, who gave the Iſle its Name. 
| Here 
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Here was he born, (who had he Childleſs been, 
No happier Monarch than himſelf had ſeen) 
The wealthy Cinyras, in all things bleſt, 

But only that which ſhou'd have crown'd the reſt 
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Myrrha and Cinyras 


Song of Horror I muſt now commence, 


But warn chaſt Daughters firſt to fly from 
And Parents, who of Piety have Senſe. (Renee, 
Or, if my Verſe's Sweetneſs Charm your Stay, 
No Credit give to what I now ſhall fay; 
Or, 
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Or, with the Fact (if you will think it true) 

Believe the Puniſhment and Vengeance too. 

If ach a Crime could N ature's Daves employ, TA 

1 give the cold Imariam Climate Joy, 

And Joy to ours, at ſo much diſtance thrown 

From thatcurs*dLand, whereſuchaDeed was known. 

Habe ſtill with Spicy Groves be Crown'd, - 

With Aromatick, fragrant Gums abound; 

Enrich'd with Nature's Luxury appear, 

We envy not, while Myrrba too grows there. 11 

0 Myrrha ! Cupid diſſavows thy F lame, 

And ſwears, not from his Torch, but Hell, it came. 

To hate our Parents 18, in Human Senſe, 

A heinous Crime ,—ſuch Love, a worſe Offence! 

Jo thee the Princes of the Eaſt: Addreſs, 

Chuſe, Myrrha, take the Lover thou wou'dſt bleſs; 

Of them, and all Mankind, thy Choice is free, 

Let (Mrrha) only One excepted be. | 

= This 


o The FIFTH PART 


This ſhe well knows, and therefore long rejeas, 
And on her guilty Paſſion thus reflects. 
Ah! whither do my roving Thoughts incline? 
Prote& me Piety, and Pow'rs Divine! 

| Protect me Filial Duty, Virgin Shame, N 

And Rev'rence to a Father's awful N ROY T 
Join all your Forces to preyent in time 

A Crime ſo foul;—if”tis indeed a Crime 
What Nature's Law permits, ſince free from Sin, 
All other Creatures Couple with their Kin; 
No wanton Heifer from her Sire is kept, 


And Fillies by their Stallion-Sires are leap'd; 


Goats breed upon the Milchers they begat, 

And this Year's Egg may be the Dam's next Mate. 
Yes, there's a Nation from this Bondage freed, | 
Where Sons uncenſur'd on their Mothers breed; 
And where a Daughter, to her Father Wed, 
Double Endearments brings of Birth and Bed. 


hd uy Hand 
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Why do I on theſe vain Amuſements dwell? 
Hence flatt'ring Joys, forbidden Hopes b 
Him worthieſt of my Love I needs muſt own, 
But ſuch as to a Father ſhould be ſhown ! 

If therefore not his Daughter, nor ally'd 

To Cinyras, T might haye been his Bride. 

Hence ler me fly to ſome far diſtant Clime, 
Forſake my Country, to avoid my Crime: 

Thus Virtue Counſels me, but Love detains 

Me Pris'ner here in voluntary Chains; : 

Where I all Day my Cinyras may ſee > 
Preſs his dear Hand, and yet uncenſur'd be. 
Speak all the tender things that Love cou'd ſay; 
Uncenſur'd take the Pleaſure of a Kiſs, 

If niggard Virtue grant no greater Bliſs. 

But wou'dft thou then to greater Joys proceed? 
Think Wretch, Oh think! how in that ſingle Deed 


Thou 
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Thou muſt Eternal Rights of Nature wound, 
How many Sacred Laws and Names confound; 
Thy Mother's Rival, and thy Father's Whore, 
Thy Brother's Mother, and to add no more, 
Siſter to him that ſhall be Born of thee. 
Can'ft thou of Miſchief ſuch a Compound be, 
Nor of thoſe Snake-hair'd Siſters ſtand in fear, 
Who preſent ſtill to guilty Souls appear * 
While chaſt in Body, oh! deſiſt in time, ON 
Nor in thy Thoughts conceive fo dire a Crime. 
From ſuch flagitious Appetites abſtain, | 
Nor Heay'ns and Natures Laws at once prophane. I: 
Suppoſe that Cinyras himſelf ſhould be f 
With the ſame Frenzy ſeiz'd, that Tortures me. 
I know he can't, for he is Juſt and Good, 
I know he can't, — yet oh! I wiſh he cou'd. 
She ſaid, and Cinyras with Doubts oppreſs'd, 
Amongſt ſo many, asks what Choice was belt: 


Re- 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. - 44 
reciting all their Names, enquires of her | 
Which Lover ſhe wou'd to her Bed prefer. 
che long ſtood mute, and like a Wretch amaz'd, 
With weeping Eyes upon her Father gaz'd. 

He thinking them th Effect of Virgin Fears, 

Bids her not weep, and kiſs'd away her Tears. 

His Kiſſes fir'd her; he inſulting ſtill, 

What ſort of Man beſt ſuited to her Will: 

Juſt ſuch a one as you, the Maid reply'd, 

Or may I never, never be a Bride. 

Fil'd with miſtaken Joy, Grant Heav'n, ſaid he, 
Thou ever may'ſt retain this Piety. 
Thus he. At Piety's moſt awful ſound, 


Down ſank the Conſcious Virgin to the Ground. 


Now balmy Night, the Friend of the Diſtreſt, 
| Laid weary Mortals, and their Cares to Reſt; 


While 
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While Myrrha waking lyes, in reſtleſs Fi ires, 
And muſing oft retracts her wild Deſires: 
Deſpairs by Fits, and then reſolves to try, 
And ſtrait does from her purpos'd Wiſhes fly; 
While Love and Modeſty diſpute the Field, 
She knows not to which Party ſhe muſt yield. 
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Like ſome tall Oak, receiving its laſt Wound, 
Reels too and fro, and threatens all around. 
cso various is the Conflict of her Mind, | 


W hich now 1n Death alone Relicf can find! 
 Reſfolv'd on Death, a tempting Beam ſhe ſpies, | 
The Girdle from her Waſte the reſt ſupplics; . 
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Fare wel my deareſt Cinyras, ſhe cry'd, 
My Death will tell for what, and whom I 47d a 
Theſe Words, tho utter d with imperfect ſound t 
Her careful Nurſe's faithful Ear did wound. I 
She ruſhes in, ſhrieks, beats her Breaſt, and raves, 


And, tho' half dead her ſelf, her dying Miſtreſ: 5 ſaves. 
Now 
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Now ſhe had time to weep, and her dear Charge 
Embracing, to expoſtulate at large, 

And ask the Cauſe of ſuch a deſp'rate Griefꝰ 
That ſhe, reſenting the unkind Relief, | 
In ſilence fix d her Eyes upon the Ground, 
Uawilling to diſcloſe a cureleſs Wound. 

The Nurſe inſiſts, and urging her Requeſt 

Makes bare her hoary Head, and wither'd Breaſt : 
Theſe were the Springs, tho: now decay'd anddry, 
That did your Infant Days with Food ſupply: 

By theſe, and by your Cradle, once my Care, 
Tell me the Secret of this ſtrange Deſpair. 


Thus ſhe — The Virgin ſighs, and turns afidez 


The Nurſe ſtill ſues, and will not be deny'd. 
Entruſt me with your Grief, and you ſhall ſee, 
That I can promiſe more than Secrecy : 

Old as I am, what 1s't I cannot do? 

My Age can Miracles perform for you. 
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| Suppoſe, at worſt, the Gods themſelves diſpleas'd, 
With Sacrifice thoſe Gods ſhall be appeas'd. 


* A Sigh, that had almoſt her Crime confeſt; 
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Ist Lunacy ? My Skill in Herbs excels ; | 
Or if 'tis Witch-craft, I have Caunter-ſpells: 


What want you more your Wiſhes to compleat? 
Your Kindred all in Wealth and Honour great; 
And, that which does all other Joys excel, 

In Health your Mother, and your Father well. 
The Father's Name drew from the Virgin's Breaſt 


Which, in her Nurſe, did no Suſpicion move 


Of Love fo impious, tho ſhe knew *twas Love. 


Then to her Charge, with trickling Tears bedew'd, 
While in her Lap ſhe fat, her Suit renew'd; 

She fondly kiſs'd her, ſhe embrac'd her too, 
(Cloſe, as her trembling, feeble Arms cou'd do) 
Thou lov'ſt, ſaid ſhe, but lay aſide your Fear, 

So skilfully I'll manage the Affair, | 


The Secret ne er ſhall reach your Father's Ear. 
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At this in Fury from her Lap the flew, | Þ 
And on the Bed her proſtrate Body threw. 
The Nurſe ſtill anxious, and ftill urging on, 
Receiv'd no Anſwer but, Deſiſt, begon! 
Force not a Virgin to 2 her Shame! (Nane 
'Tis Sin what you wou'd know; a Sin that wants a 
As Thunder-ſtruck, a while the Beldame reel'd, 
Till ſinking at her Miſtreſs's Feet ſhe kneel'd, 

And ſcarce had Strength her trembling Hands to rear, 
Trembling, alas, at once with Age and Fear! 
Sheſooths her firſt with Words of tend reſt train, 
Then threatens (ſince Entreaties were in vain) 
That ſhe no longer wou'd her Shame conceal, © | F 
But ſtrait her raſh Attempt on Death reveal. 

At this, her Head the frighted Myrrha rears, oy 
And drench'd her Nurſe's Boſom with her Tears: 8 
| dhe oft eſſays to ſpeak, as oft forbears; 2 


Ff 2 | Till! 
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Till ſhrouding her fluſh'd Cheeks, with feeble Voice 
She cry d, — O Mother, happy in thy Choice! 
Then groanꝰd and ceas d: The Nurſe, who gueſs d 
Th' imperfe& Senſe, into Convulſions fell: 222 
From her chill'd Heart the Blood in Horror fled, 
The hoary Hairs ſtood briſtling on her Head; 
She tries by Imprecations to diſſuade, 

F rom ſuch flagitious Thoughts, the wretched Maid 
You Counſel rightly, (this was her Reply) 
But O tis fix d, I muſt Enjoy or Die! 
Live, cries the Beldame, ſince there's no Redreſs 
ol But Death or Love, you ſhall, I ſwear, poſſchs. 

5 ' Youſhall poſſeſs your---then her Words ſhe dropp'd, 
And at the awful Name of Father ſtopp'd. | 


| N ow White-rob'd Matrons Ceres Shrine adorn, 
With Garlands of the Year's firſt ripen*d Corn; 


Amongſt 


cc 


d 


With wicked Diligence the Plot contrives; * 
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Amongſt themſelves, the Goddeſs's chaſt Rites, 
They Celebrate for nine continu'd Nights: 

The Nurſe, while Husbands ſleep without their 
( Wing 
All things conſpir'd to aid the black Deſign, 

For ſhe found Cinyras o'er charg'd with Wine: 
She tells him of a tender Virgin's F lame | 

And Paſlion for him, but conceals her N ame; 

She then extols her Beauty to the Skies. 

Her Age? ſaid he: Juſt Myrrha's Age, the cries, 
Enjoin'd to bring her, ſhe returns with ſpeed, | 
And cries, Rejoice my Girl, our Hopes ſucceed. - 
The wretched Maid, not over-joy'd appear d 
To hear the News, which yet with Joy the heard! 
A ſecret Pleaſure through her Heart diſtill'd, 


Ev'n while with dark ill-boding Thoughts cal 


F f z "Twas 
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*T was now the dead of Night, the fatal time 
That Myrrha firſt advances to her Crime: 
Affrighted Cynthia from her Chariot flies, 

And left the Night to drive without her Eyes. 
Chaſt Icarus ſculks firſt behind a Cloud, 


Erigone does next her Viſage ſhroud. 
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Thrice ſtumbled Myrrha at her ſetting; our, 

And thriceſhe heard the Boding Screech- owl ſhout, 
Vet on ſhe goes (by Night of Shame bereft) 
(The Nurſe's Right-hand holding with her Left) 
Mean while the other her dark Paſſage grop'd 
To the dire Chamber; now the Door is op'd: 
Ent' ring, her Knees againſt each other ſtruck, 
Courage her Heart, and Blood her Cheeks forſook; 
Her Fears encreas'd, and her Convulſions grew 
More fierce, as nearer to her Crime ſhe drew. 
She now repents, and wou'd retire unknown; 


The wicked Beldame holds, and drags her on. 
Here 
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Here Cinyras, receive your own, ſhe cry'd, 
And lays her by her Father's naked Side. 
Unknown he takes his Off-ſpring to his Bed, 
And Lover like, endearing Words he ſaid; 
What ever cou'd aſſwage her Virgin Fears, 
And in reſpect of their ſo diff'rent Years; 

He calls her Daughter: —F ather, ſhe replies, 
And does, by ſpeaking Truth, the Truth diſguiſe! 
Full of her Sire, the guilty Bed ſhe leaves; 
And, tho? her Womb an impious Birth Conceives, 
For ſey'ral Nights ſhe does her Crime renew; 
Till Cinyras at length too curious grew 8 
The Beauty he ſo oft enjoy'd to view: 
Calls with blind haſte to have the Lights brought in, 
That ſhew'd at once his Daughter, and his Sin. 
Rage to his Words no Utt'rance wou'd afford, 


Up from his Bed he ſtarts to ſnatch his Sword; 


VEk Ter 
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Yet, wing'd with Fear, more ſwiftly | Myrrha flies 

From Death eſcaping in the Night's Diſpuiſc. 

ThroughſundryLands by loneſomeWaysſheſtray'd 

Roy'd *till nine Moons their monthly Circuit made; 

When, with the Burden of her Womb depreſt, 
S$abea to her weary Limbs gave Reſt. 

Wou'd Fate her Wiſhes grant, yet her ſad State 

Is ſuch, the 3 not what to ask of Fate! 

Quite tir d with Life, and yet of Death afraid, 

Till, by Deſpair directed, thus ſhe pray'd. 

Is there amongſt the Gods one Deity, 

| Who can to Crimes confeſt indulgent be? 

1 own my Guilt, nor Puniſhment decline, 

(The worſt that angry Juſtice can enjoin: ) 

But ſince the Living, if I here remain, 

I ſhall pollute; and dead, the Dead prophane; 

| Exclude me from both Worlds. Her Pray'r was heard, 


In part at leaſt, nor was her Suit deferr'd; 
| For 


Nor was its Progreſs by the Wretch oppos'd, 
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For while ſhe ſpake, her tender Feet ſhe found 
Grown Riff, and deeply rooted in the G ; 
Her Fleſh and Bones converted into Wood, 
Her Marrow turn'd to Pith, to Sap her Blood; 


Her Arms prov'd Boughs, her Fingers Twigs, her- 
The riſing Bark that clos'd her Body in, "Y 
And now to ſhroud her Viſage did begin. 
Who ſhrank her Head to have it quickly clog'd.. 
She's now a Tree, and thro? depriv'd of Senſt, 
Does precious Drops, reſembling Tears, diſpence: 
The weeping Plant retains its Miſtreſs's Name, 
And ſhall for Ages be the Song of Fame. 


DESCRIP- 


bs 
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DESCRIPTION 


Palace of 6 leep y 


Mia the Eleventh BOOK of 
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E AR Cure lyes a dusky Cave, where Slee 


| His loneſome Palace does in Silence keep: 
O'er which the ſprightly Sun can ne'er prevail, 
Nor at his ſplendid Riſe, nor his more ſplendid Fal 
Upon the fenny and unwholeſom Ground, 
Thick Fogs and Vapours ſpread themſelves around: 
The loud Forerunner of enſuing Light, 

Does never there the roſie Morn invite: 

Not watchful Maſtifs, nor more wakeful Geeſe; 


Not ſound of Human Voice, nor whiſp'ring Trees, 
Not 


5; 
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Not low'ring Herds, nor Flocks of bleeting Sheep, 
Diſtract the Slumbers of the God of Sleep. 
Beneath, there glides an Arm of Lethe's Lake, 


| Whoſe falling Waves a drowſie Murmur make; 


Which does to Reſt th* Inhabitants diſpoſe; 
A Field of Poppies at the Entrance grows, C 
To whoſe kind Juice the Night her Silence owes. « 
No creaking Doors the nodding God moleſt, 
Nor frozen Porter waits for coming Gueſt. 

About the middle ſtands a ſtately Bed, 

Hung round with Black, and of ſoft Feathers made; 
Where ſluggiſh Morpheus does in Grandeur lye, 
Steep'd in ſoft Eaſe, diſſolv·d in Lethargy. 


As Sands on Shoars,as Leaves in Woods are _ 


As many Airy Dreams his Bed ſurround, of 


Or Ears of bearded Corn riſe from the fertile 
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Homer's lhads. 


Tranſlated from the & R E E K. 


. I 


The ARGUMENT. 
Chryſes, 4 Prieſt of Apollo, brings a Ranſom to the Grecians 
for his Captive Daughter Chriſeis. Agamemnon (the Sm 
of Atreus, and thence called Atrides) being General. of the 
Army, and in Poſſeſſion of the Priſoner, refuſes to Releaſe 
her, and with Threats diſmiſſes her Father. The Pri 
' prays for Vengeance to Apollo, who ſends a Plague among 
the Greeks. Achilles Summons a Council, where he prevail 
with Chalcas, a Prophet, to tell the ſecret Canſe of the Guts 
Diſpleaſure. The Prophet declares that Agamemnon oc 
fond their Misfortunes by detaining Chriſcis. By thu 
means the General. is obliged to reſtore her : But afterwards, 
to be revenged on Achilles, he ſeizes his Captive Briſes, 
Achilles complains of this to his Mother Thetis, and be 
tber interceſſion with Jupiter, to revenge his Injury on rhe 
Grecians, by giving Victory to the Trojans, 


O Sing Achilles Wrath, O Muſe! prepare, 
Which plung'd the Grecians in deſtructive War 
And 
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And ſent untimely to th' Infernal Coaſt, 
The braveſt Souls of Heroes early loſt; 
Whoſe Limbs in Phrygian Plains extended lay, 
Expos'd to Dogs and rav nous Birds a Prey: 
So Fove decreed, when fierce Contention roſe, 
To make Atrides and Achilles Foes. 


But ſay, O Muſe! What unrelenting God, 


"Wit ciendly Breaſts, thoſe Seeds of Diſcord ſow'd? 
: Apollo, Fove's and Fair Larona's Son; 

1 For he, reſenting bold Injuſtice done, 
„Affatal Sickneſs to their Army brought; 
The Soldiers periſn'd for their Leader's Fault; 
Wboſe daring Voice with publick Scorn difmils'd 
The Suit of Chryſes, and revyil'd the Prieſt. 


For Chry/es,charg'd with boundleſs Treaſure, came 
To free from ſervile Bonds a Beautcous Dame: 


ll | His 


— 
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His ſacred Hands, to move the Grecians more, 

| Apollo's Crown and Golden Scepter bore: 11 85 
Their Chiefs he thus Addreſs'd, but Courted moſt 
The Sons of Atreus, Leaders of their Hoſt. 


Ye Kings of Greece! May each propitious God 
That makes Olympus his ſecure Abode, 
Aſſiſt your Arms, King Priam's Town to take, 
And lead your Forces fafe in Triumph back: 
| But free my Daughter, and my Gifts approve; 

| And fear the Great Apollo, Son of Fove. 


With loud Applauſe the Greeks Conſent expreſs'd, 
Approv'd the Ranſom, and rever'd the Prieſt: 
But King Atrides rude Expreſſions us'd, | 
And, venting Threats, his humble Pray'r refus'd. 
He ſaid, Old Dotard, leave our Hoſtile F ets 
Prevent my Fury with a { wift Retreat: 


Unſold 


© mu. 
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Unſold Chri ſeis ſhall my Slave remain, 
Till, cloy'd with Joys, I break her uſeleſs Chain: 
My Bed ſhe ſhall adorn, and ply the Loom, 
| In Argos, diſtant from her native Home: 
Begone, and ſeek no more the Charming Dame; 
If&er thy Tongue renews this ſaucy Claim, 
Soon ſhalt thou find Protecting Pow'r deny'd 
To that vain Scepter, born with Prieſtly Pride. 

The trembling Prieſt his dreadful Voice _ 
Along the Coaſt 1 in ſilent Paſſion ſtray'd; 


And, while ſecure in diſtant Plains he ſtood, 


With various Titles thus invoked his God. 


Propitious Phebus ! Hear thy Suppliant's Pray'rs, 7 
Thou Guardian King, whom choſen CBryſa fears; | 
For whoſe Protection ſacred Cilla praſs 
Thou glorious Light ! whom Tenedos obeys; 

| 7 = . | 
| 
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If e' er thy Prieſt a grateful Service paid, 
Or Bulls and Goats on flaming Altars laid; 
E Sminthens hear! and with thy Silver Bow 
Dart the proud Grecians, and revenge my Woe. 
His fervent Pray'r the God's Compaſſion drey, 
Who breathing Vengeance from Olympus flew; 
His Shoulders bore a Bow and Quiver join'd, 
Still, as he moy'd, his Arrows chink'd behind: 
Unſeen as Night he came, and rang'd apart 
The Grec:an Fleet, and fent a deadly Dart; 
The Twang was dreadful of his Silver Bow; 
Firſt only Mules and Dogs receiy'd the Blow; 
| Bur laſt at Men his Mortal Shafts were aim'd, 
And Fun- ral Piles with diſmal Blazes flam'd. 
Achilles, when the Darts nine Days had roy'd, 
The tenth a Council call'd, by Juno moy'd: 


For 
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For much the White-arm'd Goddeſs griev'dto find 
Thoſe Men deſtroy*d, to whom her Heart inclin'd. 


The ſummon'd Hoſt a throng'd Aſſembly made, 


| Where, riſing up, the God. like Heroe faid: 

We now, Arrides, muſt reſolve again, 

To wander homewards through the doubtful Main: 
If Flight may ſtill prevent approaching Doom, 
Since War and Plagues at once the Greeks conſume: 
Some Prieſt conſult, for fome deep Prophet ſend; 
OrDream-expounder, (Dreams from Fovedeſcend} 
To learn the Cauſe of our Impending Woes, 

| Due Sacrifice unpaid, or broken Vows; 

If humble Victims will this Plague remove, | 


Appeaſe the Godhead, and regain his Love. 


| ThenCa/chasroſe, who beſt foretold their Doom, | 
And knew the preſent, paſt, and Things to come; 
Gg Who 
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Who ſafe to Trey the Grecian Navy brought, 
By that Prophetick Art which Phebus taught: 
He ſaid, Achilles, beſt beloy'd of Joue, 

Since you demand what dire Offences move 
Apollo's Wrath, the Fatal Secret hear; 

But firſt to ſave me from Deſtruction ſwear : 

A Prince will be provok'd, whoſe boundleſs Sway 

The Greeks acknowledge, and our Chiefs obey; ; 
And ftill unequal is a Subject's Strife 

Match'd witha Monarch, who commands his Life; 

For, though he ſeems his Anger to Digeſt, 

He keeps the Rancour in his mindful Breaſt. 


Achilles (aid, I grant what you require, 
Boldly reveal what cer the Gods inſpire; 
By Fove's loy'd Son, ſole Object of your Pray'r, 
| When you Ceeleſtial Oracles declare, 
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While J this Life enjoy, and Eight partake, 

No Greek on Calchas an Aſſault ſhall make: 

His Chief Command of all the Greczar Hoſt. 


Encourag'd thus, the blameleſs Propher ſpoke, 
Not broken Vows the God's juſt Wrath provoke, 
Nor Sacrifice unpaid; but Phebus darts 
His Fatal Shafts at our Devoted Hearts, 

In Vengeance of the Wrongs his Prieſt has born, 
From whoſe fond Arms the ;eauteous Maid was torn. 
By this Arrides urg d avenging Fate; 

Nor will the raging Peſtilence abate, 

Till proſp'rous Gales, no-Bribe or Ranſom: paid; 
To longing Chryſes bear the Black- ey d Maid, 
With choiceſt Gifts, and ſacred Victims ſent; 
Then Plagues will ceaſe, and injur'd Pow'rsrclent. 


Gg 2 This 
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This ſaid, Atrides roſe, with Grief oppreſt, 
| Black Choler boiling in his Manly Breaſt ; 

His Eyes were flaming, and ſevere his Look, | 


And, frowning on the Bard, with Warmth he ſpoke 

Thou dreaming Prophet ! Born to croſs my Will 

Who findſt a Pleaſure in foretelling Ill, 

Why doſt thou ſtill ungrateful Truths impart ? 

Thou worſt Profeſſor of the Boding Art! 

Now fince my Arms the Captive Maid detain, 

The God is angry, and the Greeks are Slain: 

*Tis true, my Threats her canting Sire diſmiſt, 

I mock'd his Crown, proud Enſign of the Prieſt, 
Refus'd the Ranſom, brought in bended Arms, 

And found more Treaſure in her rifled Charms; 

Not ſo was lov'd in Youth my Grecian Dame, 

Who bleſt my Nuptials with a Virgin Flame; 

Equal in Beauty, ſhe delights my Heart 

With Humour, Wit, and cy'ry Work of Art: 

| | Vet, 


ke 
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Yet, preſs'd with Dangers, I releaſe the Fair, 
The Publick Safety 1s my only Care: 
But you, O Grecian Chiefs! | ſome Gift propoſe, 
Fit to repair my much lamented Loſs; 
Nor vainly think that I your Chief; alone 
Will want a Prize, who thus reſign my own. 

To him Achilles ſaid, Too proudly you, 

In this Debate, mean ſelfiſh Ends purſue: 


| How ſhould the Grecians a new Gift ſupply ? 


Few are the Spoils that undivided lye; 

And ev'ry Soldier muſt enjoy his Lot, 

Nor you Reſume what by their Toils they got. 
Freely to Phebus then reſtore the Maid, 

This Publick Service ſhall be largely paid, 


When c're, by Fove's Decree, the Greeks enjoy 


The promis'd Spoils of well - defended Troy. 


9 | He 
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He ſpoke. The Gen'ral of their Holt reply'd, 
With all thy Courage and exalted Pride, 
Think not to ſeize what I abhor to grant; 
Shalt thou enjoy a Beſſing which T want? ay 
Cheaply thou:doom'ft me to reſign my Right, 
But equal Prize that Favour ſhall requite; 
Or elſe the Spoils of 1thacus, or thine, 
Or thoſe of Ajax ſhall be ſhortly mine. 
But this hereafter wall engage my Thought; 
Now Launch a Ship, by choſen Pilots taught 
To Sail the ſtormy Sea: Then Gifts prepare, 
Worthy to Grace any dear departing Fair, 
Whom Ajax, Ihacus, or Creta's King, 
With Pomp of Sacrifice on Board ſhall bring; 
Or you, che f erceſt of Mankind, may pleaſe 
| Theſe Rites to finiſh, and the God appeaſe. 


Achilles frowning, the Debate renew d, 
O Prince! with Craft and Inſolence endu'd; 
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Urg'd by thy Voice, what Soldier will delight 
To March in Ambuſh, or in Arms to Fight? 
No Cauſe had [ to make this long Campaign, 
The diſtant Trefans ne'er difturb'd my Reign; 
Nor fruitful Prhia's happy Soil oppreſt, 
With Herds abounding, and with Heroes bleſt: 
The craggy Mountains, and reſounding Deep, 
My Realm ſecure from bold Invaſion keep. 
With thee, O Tyrant! J engag'd in War 
To ſerve thy Brother, and his Wrongs repair: 
Muſt I for this be with Contempt bereft 
Of all my Prize, the grateful Armies Gift? 
Small was the Lot, for which F Iabour'd hard, 
With thy unequal Dividend compar'd: © 
Though I the Fury of each Fight ſuſtain, 
Mine is the Toil and Danger, thine the Gain; 
Away I go, my Strength in Battle ſpent, © 


With ſome poor Trifle to my Fleet content. 
684 =_— 
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But now farewel: Tis better to return 
To Native Greece, than here Oppreſſion mourn: 
Hope not for Succour from a F riend Diſgrac'd, 
Nor think with Foreign Wars my Realm to waſte. 


Altrides anſwer'd, Fly with ſpeed away, 

I) he reſtleſs Motions of thy Mind obey; 

I Porn to move thee with an humble Pray'r, 
On my Account to proſecute the War: 
Heroes as great will pay eleſerv d Reſpect, 
And Jove himſelf will our juſt Cauſe protect: 
Of all the Kings that his Vicegerents Reign, 
None to my Pow'r ſuch Enmity maintain: 
Thou findſt in Faction thy ſupream Delight, 
With brutal Courage, and with boaſted Might, 
Exerting Talents ſent thee from A bove, 


Not gain d by Virtue, but meer Gifts of Zove. 


Go 


\ 


of MISCELLANT POEMS es 


Go take thy Ships, and thy Theſſalian Band, 

And ſafe at Home thy Myrmidons Command: 

Iſight thy Service, thy Revenge deſpiſe: - 

And as the God reſumes my lovely Prize, 

Who muſt to CHrſa from my Arms be ſent, - 

So will I ſeize Briſeis in thy Tent; | 

Remove her Beauty from thy longing Sight, 
Aſſert by Conqueſt my Superior Right, 

And warn all Chiefs, by thy unhappy Fate, 

To ſhun Contention, and ſuppreſs Debate. 


This ſaid, Achilles was with Rage poſſeſs'd, 
Prompt was his Hand, but unreſoly'd his Breaſt; 
f ſtriking Home he ſhould Arrides ſlay, | 
Or tamely yielding, his Reven ge delay : 

While Reaſon thus with Paſſion ſtrove, he drew 
His weighty Sword; then down Minerva flew, 


\ 


\ 


Diſpatch'd 
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Diſpatch'd by Funs's Order from Above, 
(For both the Princes ſhar'd her equal Love:) 
Behind ſhe ſtood, and graſping faſt his Hair, 
Unſeen by others, did to him appear | 
For, looking backwards in a deep ſurprize, 
He knew the Goddeſs by her ſparkling Eyes. 
| here: 

What W be ſaid, Fove's heay*nly Daughter 
Come you to ſee the rude Affronts I bear? 
Then witneſs my Revenge; behold the time 
That haughty King ſhall periſh for his Crime. 


Io him the Bluc-cy'd Goddeſs thus reply'd, 

To calm your Paſſion, and your Strife decide, 
From Heav'n I come, employ'd by Funo's Care, 
You and Atrides her Affection ſhare: | 


Obey my Voice, and Violence aſlwage, 


Nor preſs Revenge, nor with your Sword engage; 
| Sheath'd 
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Gheath'd be that Weapon, but ſevere your Tongue . 
| A time ſhall come to vindicate this Wrong, 
When, cruſh'd by Foes, the King ſhall humbly ſue” 
With trebble Gain your Anger to ſubdue. | 


Achilles anfwer'd, Tis, O Goddeſs! fir 
That all my Paſſions to your Will ſubmit: 
Wiſely, to Pow'rs Divine, Reſpect we bear, 
Thoſe that obey the Gods, the Gods will hear. 
| Then graſping hard is Hilt, her ſacred Word 
Heſtrait obſery'd, and ſheath'd th*unwieldy Sword. 
This done, Minerva did to Heav'n aſcend, 
Where humble Gods Fove's awful Throne attend. 


Achilles now in ruder Language rail'd, 
His Rage encreaſing as his Reaſon fail'd; 
Thou Chief, more Heartleſs than a flying Deer, 
Who dar'ſt not firſt in bloody Fields appear; 
Nor 
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Nor doubtful Ambuſh for thy Foes deſign, 
Vain empty Heroe, ever ſteep'd in Wine 4 
Fighting ſeems Death to thee, whoſe chicf Delight 
Is robbing Soldiers of their Legal Right. 
Vile are the Slaves who thy dull Preſence throng, 
Thou hadſt not elſe out-liv'd this brutal Wrong 5 
But by chis awful Scepter now I ſwear, 
(Which ne'cr again will happy Branches bear, 
Nor native Bark, nor growing Leaves will ſhoot, 
But left on diſtant Hills the lgndly Root; 

And now with Erecian Judges muſt remain, 
Who Right diſpence, and Sacred Laws maintain) 
Hear what I (wear, When eꝰ er the Greeks ſhall want 
My needful Aid, Deſtruction to prevent, 

And with Regret their loſt Achilles mourn, 

N O Pray'rs, nor Gifts ſhall Bribe me co return; 
Hector ſhall ſtrow with ſlaughter'd Foes the Field, 


And no Relief thy Impotence ſhall yield; 
2 But, 
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But, torn with deep Remorſe, thy Heart ſhall break, 


For wronging thus in Arms the braveſt Greek, © 


The Speech concluded, in Diſdain be tot 
His Scepter down, with Golden Studs Emboſs'd : 
Arrides alſo ſtorm'd; but Neftor roſe. 


With mild Diſcourſe their Fury to compoſe, ' 


For ſmooth Harangues renown'd in Pylos long, 
Words flow'd like Honey from his artful Tongue; 
Two Generations in that Realm were dead, 
Born in his Reign, and by his Precepts bred: na 
To him the Third did now Allegiance bear, 


Juſt were his Thoughts, and his Expreſſions clear/ 


Oh Gods! he ſaid, What unexpected Woes - 
Oppreſs the Greeks ! What Joys attend their Foes! 
What greater Good can bleſs the Phrygian King, 
His Hoſt, and all who from his Lineage ſpring, © 

| Than 
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Than theſe Piſtractions, which our Chiefs divide 
Who lead our Armies, and our Councils guide! 
Let me prevail to calm your fatal Rage, 

Obey the DiQates of maturer Age; 

A Race of Heroes, more than Mortals brave, 
Once lov'd the Counſels which my Reaſon gave; 
Such Chiefs no more will to theſe Eyes appear, 

| As God. like Theſtns, and Perithous were; 
Dryas the Juſt, and Polypheme the Strong, 

And Cenens, worthy an Immortal Song; 
Strongeft of Men, the ſtrongeſt Beaſts they _ 
Huge Mountam- Monſters, and fierce Centaurs 
With theſe E liv'd, with theſe in Arms I fought, 
From diſtant Pyle by Invitation brought; 

None now alive theſe Herocs durſt provoke, 
Vet they wou'd liſten when your Ne or ſpoke. 
Tanght by theſe great Examples, Both fubmit 


To what I judge, by long Experience, fit; 
| | Stretch 


, 


| Conferr'd no Licenſe to defame Mankind. 


| 
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stretch not, Atrides, your Prerogative, 
Of lawful Prize this Heroe to deprive: 


Nor you, Achilles, with our Leader vie, 


| For Jove has rais'd no Monarch's Throne ſo high: 


Born of a Goddeſs, you more Strength may boaſt, 
But he more Empire, who Commands our Hoſt. 
Yet firſt, Atrides, let your Paſſion ceaſe, 

Then calm Advice Achilles ſhall appeaſe; | 
Whom ſtill we find, when preſs'd by Trojans hard, 
Our ſtrongeſt Bulwark, and front Guard. 


Well have you ſpoke, 4 then reply'd; 
But this proud Captain wou'd o'er Kings preſide, 
Control Superiors, and Command the Field, 
Affecting Empire, which no Prince will yield; 
The Gods, that gave him his undaunted Mind, 


His 
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His Speech half ended thus Achilles broke, 
My ſervile Neck deſery'd thy galling Yoke, | 
If, worthleſs, and afraid, I yielded till 
With tame Submiſſion to thy boundleſs Will; 
But now let others blind Obſeryance pay, 
No more will I ſuch Inſolence obey: 
One Hint beſides I give, obſerve it right, 
The Gods forbid me in this Cauſe ro Fight; 
Convey Briſeis, as thy Captive, home, 


Since partial Grecians their own Gift reſume; 


But Tyrant, on thy Life, this warning take, 
And let thy Hands no more Reſumptions make; 
When e'er the bold Experiment they try, 
Thy Crimſon Blood my ſpotted Launce ſhall dye. 
' 
Thus Rival Princes, while the Aſſembly fate, 
ix F ighting with Words maintain'd a rude Debate: 


Riſing 
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Riſing at laſt, the Council they Adjourn'd, 
And ſtern Achilles to his Tent return d. 


Atrides then Religious Rites began, * 
Launch'd a new Veſſel in the yielding Mainz 
Adorn'd her Sides with Twenty ſhining Oars, | 
And ſent a Cargo of the choiceſt Stores; 

On Board Chryſcis was conducted laſt, 

And Wiſe Ulyſes with Command was grac't ; 
Thus fraught with Gifts to reconcile the God, 
The well-trimm'd Pinnace plough'd the liquid Road. 


With equal Care he purify'd the Coaſt 
From foul Pollutions of his ſinful Hoſt; 
The Greeks, in Oceans wide, their Ordures threw, 
To pleaſe the God whole Hecatombs they flew, ; 
| Fat Bulls and Goats lay burning on the Shore, 


And curling Smoak to Heav'n the Savour bore; 
Hh | Theſe 
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Theſe Pious Works perform'd, Arrides ftill 
Reſoly'd his threatenꝰd Vengeance to fulfil, 
Talth y hius and E urybates he ſent, 
Charg'd with this Meſſage to the Hero's Tent: 
Go, bring Briſeis to my longing Arms, 
Command Achilles to reſign her Charms; 
Or elſe your Monarch will in Perſon come, 
By force of abe to revoke her Doom. 


The Heralds acted what their Sortraign ſpoke, 
Along the Shoar unwilling Steps they took; 
But laſt to ſtrong Theſſalian Quarters went, 
And found Achilles Penſive in his Tent: 
Stern was his Look when their Approach he ſaw; 
| Their anxious Minds were ſtruck with deepeſt Awe; 

Amarz'd they ftood, and no Demand they made. 
But hen divining theiĩ bold Meſſage, ſaid: 


Wel⸗ 
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Welcome ye Meſſengers of Gods and Men, 

Not you blame, but your proud King condemn : 

know the Tyrant my fair Prize demands; 

Parroclus, lead her to their awful Hands: 

That each a Witneſs of my Wrongs may prove 

Before all Kings on Earth, and Gods Above; 

When &er the Grecian Powers, oppreſs'd with Woes, 

In yain ſhall urge me to repel their Foes: 

For wild Atrides, with Diſtraction loſt, 

No more from Slaughter can preſerve their Hoſt; 

No more in Fight their ſinking Fleet protect, 

Nor by things paſt their future Schemes direct. 


He ſpoke. Patroclus his Command obey d, 
And to their Hands refign'd the Beaut'ous Maid; 
Away ſhe went, with an unwilling Heart; 
Her mourning Loyer, from his Friends apart, 


Hk 2 Sate 


480 The FIFTH PART. 

Sate weeping on the Coaſt,” the Sea ſurvey'd, 
And with extended Arms to Thetis pray'd. 
Indulgent Goddeſs! ſince Decrees of Fate, 
My Life have bounded with fo ſhort a Date; | 


Great Fove with Glory was oblig'd to crown 


The number'd Years of your unhappy Son: 
But now, behold me wrong'd with open Shame, 
And robb'd of all that's dear, the Captive Dame. 


The Goddeſs heard her weeping Son complain, 
With Nereus ſitting in the deepeſt Main, | 
Strait like a Miſt ſhe roſe, regain'd the Land, 
4 | Sate down before him, ſtroak*d him with her Hand, 
And ſaid, Why weeps my Son? Thy Grief declare W/ 
And let thy tender Parent bear her ſhare. 
| | 

| 

| 

| 

| 


With Sighs he ſaid, O Queen! tis vain to tel 
What happen'd lately, and you know ſo well: 
5 | 4 Strong 
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strong Thebes we took, King Oetion's ſacred Seat, 
And ſtow'd with Plunder our Triumphant Fleet: 
The Grecian Princes ſhar'd the Spoils they got, 

But firſt reſerving, as the faireſt Lot, | 
Chryſets for their Chicf: Her Father came | 
With Gifts to Ranſom that unhappy Dame; 
Apollo's Scepter and his Crown he bore, 
Intreating much the Greeks, Atrides more: 
The Greeks his Pray” r with due Compaſſion heard, 
His Gifts approy'd, and Character rever'd: 
But proud Atrides, with Diſpleaſure mov'd, 
Diſmiſs'd the good Old Man, with Threatsreproy'd 
He went, and pray'd to have his Wrong redreſs'd, 
And Phebrus heard him, for he loy'd his Prieſt : 
A Plague he ſent, and F atal Arrows flew 
Around our Quarters, and our Army flew : 
AProphet then reyeal'd the God's Decree, 
I moy'd the Greeks to ſet Chryſeis free, 

Has © And 
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And urg' d our brutal Chief, who loudly ſtorm'd, 
To threaten Vengeance, which he ſince perform d 


Well guarded home with Joy Chryſeis went, 
And Holy Victims were to Phæbus ſent: 
Then curs'd Atrides ſciz'd my lovely Maid, 
With whom the Greeks my glorious Service paid, 
But now, O Goddeſs! kind Aſſiſtance lend, 
In ſearch of dire Revenge to Heav'n aſcend: 
Mo Complain to Fove, and if by Word or Deed 
| You ever pleas'd him, may your Pray'rs ſucceed: 
Ott have I heard you in Theſſalia boaſt, 
That you alone, of all th* Athetial Hoſt, 
His Fate prevented, and his Foes withſtood, 
WhenPow'rsDivine wou'd bindtheirSov'raignGod 
When Juno, Pallas, Neptune, all conſpir'd, 
You, Thetis, you, with juſt Reſentment fir'd, 
| To fave the Godhead from ignoble Bands, 
Brought up Briareus with his Hundred Hands; 
Im- 
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Immortals by that Name the Gyant know, 
card Great © Aigeon in the World below: 
Stronger than Titan, next to Jove he ſate, 

Pleas'd with his Poſt, and won@'ring at his Fate; 
Then all the Rebel Deities withdrew, 

Nor durſt their bold, unfiniſh'd Plot purſue. 

Of this Succeſs remind unthinking Fove, 
Embrace his Knees, uſe all your Pow'r Above 
To ſuccour Troy, and Phrygian Troops defend, 
That ſwift Deſtruction may their Focs attend: 
Let King Atrides, ſculking on the Main, 

There bleſs the Greeks with his Auſpicious Reign: 


And feel the Vengeance of his Crime at laſt, 


Who thus in War the braveſt Chief diſgrac 4 
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Two Knights from the Chriſtian Camp were 
come in ſearch of RINALDO. 


"7 Engliſtvd from Taſſo's i Book the Sixth. 
By Mrs. ELIZABETH SINGER. 
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HE Palace in a circling Figure roſe, 

It's lofty Bounds a g ilvan Scene incloſe; 

ö | Expanded there a beauteous Garden lay, 
Where never- fading Flowers their Pride diſplay. 

A 


A thouſand Demons kept their Lodgings round, 
Whoſe Arts with endleſs Labyrinths confound 


Each Paſſage to the fair Enchanted Ground. 

A hundred Gates adorn the ſtately Place, 

The chief of which the Heroes wond'ring paſs: 
The F olding-doors on Golden Hinges turn, 
With poliſh'd Gold the radians Pillars burn; 
But all the dazzling precious Metal's Coſt, 
Was in the rich unyalu'd Sculpture loſt. | 
The Figures which the ſpacious Portals grace, 
With Human Motion ſeem to leave their Place; 
In ev'ry Viſage, an expreſſive Mind 

Ti inimitable Artiſt had deſign'd, 

And Life i in all their Looks and Geſtures ſhin'd. 


Nor Speech was wanting, F ancy that ſupplies; 


They breath and ſpeak while each conſults his Eyes. 


Ihe Story firſt with Hercules begins, 
With Virgins ſeated here he tamely ſpins: 
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The God-like Man, who Hell's ſtrong paſſage ga gain'd, 
And Heay'n, and all it's rolling Orbs ſuſtain'd, 
A Spindle wields, and with ſoft Tales beguiles 
The flying Hours; fond Love ſtands by and ſmiles: 
His uſcleſs Club the Fair Jale holds, 
The Lion” s rugged Skin her tender Limbs infolds, 


Remote from this a Sca its Surges rears, 
Hoary with Foam the azure Field appears; 
Two Warlike Fleets advance on either ſide, 
And ofer the Waves with equal Terror ride: 
The Flaſhes which from brandiſh'd Weapons came, 
With dreadful Splendor all the Deep inflame. 

: Conſpicuous far the bright Egyptian Queen, 
Urging the fierce Encounter on is ſeen: _ 
Auronius here conducts the Eaſtern K ings, 
The mighty Romans there Illuftrious Cz/ar brings. 


As 


'd, 


| While Javelins, Darts; and flaming Torches fly, 


And now he wou'd the fainting Fight renew, 
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As when two floating Ifles amidſt the Main, 
Puſh'd on by Winds, each others Shock ſuſtain, — 


(Plain: 
And Mountains claſh with Mountains onthe watry 
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With ſuch a Force the Hoſtile Fleets ingage, 
Their thund'ring Chiefs oppos'd with equal Rage; 


And Foreign Spoils above the Waters lye. 

To Ceſar now the Victory inclines, 8 

The beauteous Queen the liquid Field reſigns; 
She flies, nor wou! d the fond Antonius ſtay, 
Bur madly left the ſcarce decided Day, 

And threw the Empire of the World away. 
Nor touch'd with F en nor conquer'd by his Foes, 
Tre unhappy Man the doubtful Field forgoes, 
But by his Love betray'd; yet gen'rous Shame 
With Martial Honour oft his Thoughts reclaim: 


And now the charming Fugitive purſue, 
| of With 


As they the dubious Structure's Windings trace; 


e FIFTH PART f 
With her Inglorious to the Shoar he flies, 
And careleſs there, and loſt in Pleaſure lies; 
i : Abandon'd looſely to her fatal Charms, 
Reſolves to ſoften Fate in Cleopatra's Arms. 


The Champions all theſe coſtly Wonders yiew, 
And thro? the Palace now their Courſe purſue: 
As wild Meander winds along his Shores, 
Now ſinks, and "Es his Silver Wave ae 
Now to the Ocean runs in various ways, 
And backward now with wanton Motion plays; 


Such crooked Paths, ſuch Labyrinths they paſs, 


| And thro' th' uncertain Maze they ſtill had err'd, 
But the Wiſe Magus Scheme their Paſſage clear'd; 
Whence diſengag d, before their raviſh'd Eyes 
The beautcous Garden's pleaſant Proſpect lies; 


The 
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The ſhining Lakes, and moving Cryſtal here, 

The Flow'rs, and various Plants at once appear; 
At once a ſhady Vale, and ſunny Hill, 

And Groves, and moſſie Caves the Landskip fill; 


At once its ſelf the charming Scene reveals, 
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And all its wiſe Contriver's Art conceals: 


Nor Art does copying Nature here appear, 


But ſportive Nature imitating her. 
The Air was mild, and calm the Morning Breeze, 
Which breath'd Eternal Verdure on the Trees; 
The Trees their Branches proudly here diſplay 


With full-ripe Fruits, and Purple Bloſſoms 887; 
Beneath one ſpreading Leaf a bending Twig 
Preſents the immature and rip'ning Fig: 
Depending on a loaded Branch are ſeen 
The Gold, the bluſhing Apple, and the Cee 
The lofty Vines their various Cluſters ſhow, 1 
Ungrateful thoſe, while theſe with Nectar flow: 
The 
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The joyful Birds benearh the happy Shade, 
In guided Parts a tuneful Conſort made. 

The whiſp'ring Winds, and Waters murm' ring Fall, 
With trembling Cadence foftly anſwer'd all. 
Now ceas'd the Birds, the Winds and Waters high 

In warbling Sounds return the Harmony; 5 


But falling, now the Birds reſume their Part, 
Yet ſcarce this Order ſeems th Effect of Art: 

But one with gawdy Plumes, among the reſt, 
And purple Bill, ſuperior Skill expreſt; 
Now imitating Human Words begun, 


The ſweet, the ſhrill, the melting Note her own: 
U The wing*d Muſicians all ſtood mute to hear, 
The Winds ſuſpend their Murtmurs in the Air, 
And liſt'ning ſtaid while ſhe her Song recites, 
Which in alluring Strains to Love invites: 


Her Part perform'd, the feather'd Chorus round, 
Thro all the Groves their glad Aſſent reſound. 
b 0 - . a 
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The penſive Doves in Sighs their Pain reveal, 
The whiſp' ring Trees a Paſſion ſeem to feel: 
The Floods, the Fields, and lightſom Air above 
Confeſs the Flame, and gently breath out Love. 


Unconquerꝰd yet the ſtedfaſt Knights remain, 
And all the tempting Baits of Vice diſdain; 
But now retir d beneath a pleaſant Shade, 

The Lovers at a diſtance they ſuryey'd: 
Arnida ſeated on the Flow'rs they find, - 

And in her Lap Ninaldes Head reclin'd; = 

| Inſpiring Love, and languiſhing her Air, 


Unbound and curling to the Winds her Hair: 
Her careleſs Robes flow with an am'rous Grace, 
And roſie Bluſhes paint her lovely Face. 

Fix'd on her Charms he fed his wanton Fires, 
And feeding ſtill incteas'd his fierce Deſires; 
Plung'd in licentious Pleaſures, thus he lay, 

And melts his Life ingloriouſly away. 
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At certain times Armida to her Cells 
Retires to practiſe her myſterious Spells: 
The Hour was come, ſhe ſighs a ſoft Adicu, 
And from his Arms unwillingly withdrew. 
In glitt'ring Armour ruſhing from the Wood, 


Before him ſtraight the pious Heroes ſtood. 
As the fierce Steed, for Juſts and Battle bred, 
= Now uſeleſs grown, with Herds in Paſtures fed; 
Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free 
From former Tolls; if Arms he chance to ſee, 
Or hears from far the Trumpet's ſprightly Sounds, 
He Neighs aloud, and breaks the flow'ry Bounds; 
Longs. on his Back to feel the hardy Knight 
Meaſure the Liſts, and meet the promis'd Fight. 
Their Sight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm'd, 
Recall'd his Honour, and his Courage warm'd; 


= It's long inglorious Sleep his Virtue broke, 


And Martial Ardour ſparkl'd in his Loox. 
When 
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When with a friendly Scorn Ubaldo held 
Before the Youth his Adamantine Shield; 
curpriz'd he meets his own Reflection there, 
His gawdy Robes hung looſe, his flow'ing He 
Clouds with therich Perfume, and ſweetens all — 
Abright, but uſeleſs Sword adorns his Side; 
Aſham'd he views this nice fantaſtick Pride, 

And, like a Man that long in idle Dreams 

Has lain, deluded to himſelf he ſeems: 

Enrag'd the hateful Object now he flies, 

| Confus'd and ſilent downward bends his Eyes, 
Half wiſh'd the cleaving Ground might open wide 
Or overwhelming Seas his Shame wou'd hide. 
Ubaldo ſees the Time, and thus begun, | 


While Fame, while ſo much Glory may be wori 
While Alia, while all Europe are in Arms, 
And ſhake the Univerſe with loud Alarms; 
Ii *  _ 
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| Bertoldo's Son alone exempt from Fear, 
Remains a Woman's noble Champion here: 
What Lethargy, what fatal Spells control 
Thy vigorous Honour, and unman thy Soul? 
Come on, cho Camp and-mighty Godfrey ſend, 
F ortune and Victory thy Sword attend, 
Thedeſtin'd Heroe thou the doubtful War to end: 
Conclude the Conqueſt Oer thy Pagan Focs, 
What Might can thy reſiftlels Arm oppoſe? 


Speechleſs he ſtood, and now a decent Shame, 
And now a gen'rous Pride his Looks inflame: 
He rends the Badges of his lewd Diſgrace, 
And flies wich Horror the deteſted Place. 
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NE only God the World's n laid, 
made; 


The Heav'ns and Earth, them and their Hoſt 


For once before this frame of Nature Was, 

The Heav'ns and Earth were one unfaſhion d Maſs, 

Of Form and Motion void, and void of Light, 

Twas all Confuſion, and unbounded N ight; ; 
liz 4 Till 
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Till the creating Spirit with Wings of Love, 
Spread o'er the deep Abyſs did kindly move; 
With quick'ning Energy the whole compreſt, 
And wak'd the Chaos from Eternal Reſt, 
Motion and Time began, and Silence broke, 
When thro' the Deep thus the Creator ſpoke, 

Let there be Light. | 
The Beams of Day ſhot thro? the parting Shade, 
Old Night before the lovely Stranger fled; 
His bright Firſt-born with Joy th Almighty view'd, 

He faw *twas wond'rous Fair, and call'd it Good, 
He bleſt the Birth-day of his Infant Light, 
That Day th Eternal World ſtruck out of Night 


The Reſt of Nature undiſtinguiſh'd lay, 

Blended in one were Heav'n, and Earth and Sea; 

When thus the Word, Let Matter Geert divide; 
Swift as the Voice broke forth it was obey'd, 


And thus the wond'rous Separation made. 
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Unlos'd th” Ætherial Fluids upwards move, = 
And make the glorious azure Sea above; 
Thoſe next in Lightneſs thro? next Spaces fly, 
And form our Clouds, and Air,-and nether Sky; 


But lower yet the pond'rous Waters fall, i 
Floating the Face of the Terreſtrial Ball, x 
No Land was ſeen—— The great Creator ſpake, l 
Let Earth _ Sea the next Diviſion make: 

In one vaſt Deep let all the Waters lye, 

And let the Surface of the Land be dry: 

Before the Voice th' obedient Waters fled, | 


And took their Lodging 1 in their ſpacious Bed, 
And the new Earth diſclos'd her naked Head. 


A naked World it was, unbleſt and poor, | 
No Seeds of Life the barren Matter bore, 
Till Breath Divine quicken'd the fruitful E 
And gave the Vegetable Kingdom Bicth - 0 
E 8 
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Let beauteous Flow'rs, and Plants, and ſhady Trees 
Of various Kinds, in their Perfection riſe : 
Let ev'ry fort contain their proper Seed, 
That ſhall diſtin&ly their own Species breed. 

So ſpoke the making Word, and it was ſo, 
All in Perfection roſe, not ſtaid to grow. 
Full ripen'd Fruit the loaded Trees adorn, 

And full blown Flow'rs were at one inſtant born, 
The Oak, the Cedar, and th* aſpiring Pine 

Shot quick to Heay'n, and met the Word Divine. 


That their Succeſſion might for ever run, 
While fed with Dews, and cheriſh'd by the Sun; 
The Word commands the Beams of Light and Fir, 
Shou'd in one burning, ſhining Orb retire, 
Whoſe bending Courſe to N orth and South ſhou'd 
With equal Heat warm both, but neither burn. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe conſtant Revolutions ſhou'd divide 
The future Years, and count how faſt they slide. 


Hence roſe the Sun, roll· d on his glorious Way, 
| The Joy of the young World, and Lord of Day. 


The leſſer Light too roſe, but ſcarce leſs bright, 
Queen of the Flood, and Regent of the Night, 


| Whoſe changing Beams for ever ebb and flow, 


The Scale of Time as they decay and grow. 


And laſt the Stars in perfe& Order roſe, 
Whoſe Number none but their Creator knows; 
Whoſe glittering Lights adorn the gloomy Skies, 


Whoſe Be pleaſe the World, whoſe Motions 


(teach the Wiſe. 


The Word Divine, on Air and Water Spread 
A nobler Life, thro* both profuſely ſhed; 
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The feather'd Kind took Birth, conceiv'd in Ai; 
And ſcaly Broods the teeming Waters bare; 
The Creatures ſoon their Maker's Goodneſs moye, | 
To Life he adds the greater Blefling, Love; 
That Word alone that call'd forth all to live, 
The Pow'r and Joy of giving Life cou'd give; 
The living Pairs in mutual Flames he join'd, 
With that firſt Bleſſing, Multiply your Kind. 
Let Birds, AS faſt as Trees they dwell on, bear, 
And People their Dominions of the Air. 

Let Fiſh with endleſs numbers ſwell their Seas, 
T. ill their ownShoars wantSands to count th increaſe 
The winged Race in ev'ry Field and Grove, 
Confeſs the Flame, begin to Sing and Love; 
The young Leviathans their N uptials keep, 
Aud haſte to ſtock their Empire in the Deep. 


Thus 
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Thus Fowl and Fiſh the Skies and Waters bred, 
And Earth alone was uninhabited; 

Till kindled by the Word cold Matter ne A 


And various Souls ſhoot forth in various Forms. 


The Race of Lions riſe from ſtubborn Clay, 
And with Mageſtick Roar ſalute the Day: 
The milder Soil the gentle Species bare, 
Such as the harmleſs Sheep, and fearful Hare. 
From heavieſt Earth the ſluggiſh Aſſes grow, 
From ſlimy Mud the Race of Reptiles flow, 1 


But light the Duſt whence ſprung the bounding, 
(Roe. 


Thus ev'ry creeping Thing, and ev'ry Beaſt, 
Their Parent Earth, from whence they grew, poſſeſt; Il 
Inform'd by Senſe, they ſought their needful Good, l, 


But knew not whence their Life, nor whence their 
| . (F ood. 


Twas 
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Nas therefore God to Crown his Works below, 
His Creature Man in his own Image drew, 5 
Who from himſelf might his Creator view. 

In che ſame Earth the Human Pair he moulds, 
But from his ſacred Breaſt infus'd their Souls; 
Pow'r, Wiſdom, Love, thro' their new Beings ſhine, 
The God-like Features of the Sire Divine. 
Bolder in him the noble Lines appear, 

In her more ſoft, but yet more heav'nly Fair; 

| Such Love and Likeneſs the firſt Parents join, 


30 much, but one in Body and in Mind; 


Thar hence twas Gaid the Husband bore the Bride, 
| Bred in his Heart, and iſſu'd from his Side: 

This Human Pair, with Pow'r and Reaſon bleſt, 
Were made to govern, not deſtroy the reſt; 
Th; Almighty bleft, and bid them Love, and Reign, 
And multiply at large their Sov'reign Line, 
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The Fiſh, and Fowl, and Beaſts their Pow'r obey, 
And at their Feet the new Creation lay. 
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Abroad they look d, their fair Dominions view d, 

All ſpoke the Maker Great, and Wiſe, and Good: 
Io him they offer Sacrifice of Praiſe, 
Implore his Bleſſing on their future Race, 


Copying his Image from each other's Face. 


Thus one firſt Pow'r the Plan of Nature laid, 
And all in Number, Weight and Meaſure madę. 
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T HE. 


STATE 


NAT K 


By the ſame Hand. 


Efore Ambition touch'd the poiſon'd Heart, 
E'er Gold in Friendfhip, or in Love had pan, 
Before Religion was a Myſtick Trade, 


There was a time when Nature was obey'd; 


His Friendſhip perfect, and his Love ſincere, 


When happy Man was void of Crime or Fear, 
Both as unbounded as the common Air. 


His 


Gave double Reliſh to his Love and Food: 


The Grape, the Peach, the Melon, and the Pine, 


. The painted Morning fed his waking Eyes, 
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His Thoughts were undiſguis d, and unconfin'd, 175 
As naked as his Body was his Mind; 

Full * Content, becauſe his Wiſhes few, 
How cou'd he covet what he did not know? 

He wiſely trod where Nature led the way, 
Fed on her Fruits, and in her Boſom lay; 

His ſtrength of Appetite, and height of Blood, 


The Springs he drank were like his Conſcience clear, 
The Soil produc d, and the Sun cook'd his Fare; 


For Smell and Taſte their Sweets and Flavours j join. if 


When he beheld his C anopy the Skies. 
The Roſe and Lilly on the Green were ſpread, « 
And artleſs Beauties in the Sweets were laid, 8 


As bright and fragrant as their flow'ry Bed. 


The 


566 The FIFTH PART © 


The Birds around did all their Notes employ, 

To entertain his Interyals of Joy: 

The Cedar Boughs plaid with an eaſie Breeze, 

To fan the Sun-Beams from his chearful Eyes; 

Their Branches in a thouſand Angles laid, 

 Chequer'd his Walks with dancing Light and Shade. 
His ſhort liv'd Cares ſet with the falling Day, 


Nor Hope nor Fear lay croſs his even Way, 
Safe with the Gods all his too Morrows lay. 
Pleas'd with th' abundance of his daily Store, 
| He did not wiſh, for ve end uſe no more. 


n 
1 The Laws of Nature were the Laws of Man: 

= Bur long theſe Rules did not his Fancy ſuit, 
The Blackhead muſt be wiſer than the Brute; 
Act muſt new-mould what Nature better caught, 


Or wm o'er what ſhe too courſely wrought: 
From 
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From thence the Taylor and the P arſon join'd, | 
To cloath his naked Body and his Mind; 
The Taylor only form'd the outward Sign, 
To ſhew what ſort of Creature liv'd within ; 
The Prieſt amaz d him in his Myſtick School, 
Turn'd his Head round, and made him 2 5 
He taught ſome Virtues, but in ſtrange Diſguiſe, 
Dreſt up in Pomp, in Rices and Sacrifice, ; 
The good and bad confus d, and Truth e 
Between them both they make us what we are, 


Of Beau and Bigot a promiſcuous Share. 
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TH E Morning roſe bright as a blooming Bride, 
| = Fluſh'd with Enjoyment from her Lover's Side; 
Bo warm for Winter, and ſo like the Spring, 

I thought to hear the fooliſh Cuckoo ſing; 

But ſee how ſoon the Bleſſing turn d a Curſe, 
The Weather and the Ways grow worſe and worſe; 
The Clouds look ſullen in the faithleſs Skies, 0 [ 


And Winds, like Jealouſie, in Murmurs riſe ; 
ItThunder'din my Ears, and Lighten d in my Eyes. 
Sometimes a flatt'ring Minute ſeem'd to ſmile, 


But laſted but a very little while. 


Such is the Morning of a married Life, 
But ſuch the dirty Journey with a Wife. 
1 
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And, as he walk'd aloof, in ſilence pray d 2 
To the great God whoſe Counſels he obey'd. 
Ofer Panopè the Cow her Journey took; 

And now had forded the Cephiſean Brook: 
When ſtanding ſtill, ſhe to the ſpacious Skies 
Thrice lifted up her Head, and bellow'd thrice; 
Then ſtooping on her Knees, ſhe gently preſt 
The riſing Graſs, and laid her down to reſt. 


Cadmus ſalutes the Place, and gladly hails » 
The new-found Mountains, and the nameleſs V ales, 
And thanks the Gods, and turns about his Eye 
To ſee his new Dominions round him lye; _ 
Then ſends his Servants toaN eighb'ring Grove 
For living Streams, a Sacrifice to Fove. 
Oer the wide Plains there grew a ſhady Wood 
Of aged Trees, where in the midſt there ſtood 


1 5 
KK 2 | A. 


£ - " 
* 


51 Te FIFTTH YART 
A buſhy Thicket, pathleſs and unworn, 


O'er-run with Brambles, and perplex· d with Thorn: 
Amidſt the Brake a hollow Den was found, 
With Rocks and ſhelving Arches yaulted round. 


Deep 1n the Den a dreadful Serpent lyes, 
Bloated with Poiſon to a monſtrous ſize; 
Bright is his Creſt, - his Scales are burniſh'd Gold, 
Blood - hot his Eyes, and ghaſtly to behold: 
Three Tongues he brandiſhes, as many Rows | 
Of jaggy Teeth his op'ning Jaws diſcloſe. 
The Tyrians in the Den for Water ſought, + 
And let their Veſſels down the hollow Vault: 
From ſide to ſide . empty Veſſels bound, 


And rowſe the ſleeping Serpent with the Sound. 


He ſtraight beſtirs him, and begins to riſe, 
And now wich dreadful Hiſſings fills the Skies, 0 


; (Eyes. 
And darts his forky Tongues, and rolls his glaring 
| _ . .- I 


| % 
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The Tyrians ſtart, the Blood their Checks forſakes, 
And ev'ry looſen'd Joint with Horror quakes. 
Move the talleſt Trees he rais'd his Face, 

His hinder Circles floating on the Graſs; 

In winding Mazes then himſelf he roll'd, 

And leap'd upon them in a mighty Fold. 


Of ſuch a Bulk, and ſuch a monſt'rous Size, 2 f 
The Serpent in the Polar Circle lyes, 8 = 
That ſtretches over half the Northern Skies. . 
In vain the Tyrians from the Serpent fly, 

Or on the feeble Force of Arms rely: 

All their Endeavours and their Hopes are vain; 
Some die entangl'd in the knotty Train, 

Some are devour'd, or feel a loathſom Death, 


Swoln up with Blaſts of Peſtilential Breath. 


And now the ſcorching Sun was mounted high, 
In all its Luſtre to the Noon-day Sky; 
„Kr When 
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When Cadmus wond'ring at his Servants ſtay, 
Procceds t” enquire the Cauſe of their Delay; 
A Lion's Hide around his Loins he wore, 
And in his Hand a pointed Jav'lin bore; 
With theſe he brings a bright and ſhining Dart, 
A daring Soul, and an-undaunted Heart. 


Soon as the Youth approach'd the fatal Place, 
He ſaw his Servants Breathleſs on the Graſs; 
The ſcaly Foe amidſt their Corps he viewed, 
Roll'd up at Eaſe, and glutted in their Blood. 
Such Friends, fays he, deſery'd a longer Date; 
But Cadmus will revenge, or ſhare their Fate. 

A Pond'rous Stone he then prepar'd to throw, =—_ 


And in a Whirlwind ſent it at the Foo: 

A batter'd Tow'r had ſcarce ſuſtain'd che Blow; 
But nothing here the unwieldy Rack avails, 

Rebounding harmleſs from the plaited Scales: 


18 
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The Serpent's Hide preſery*d him from a Wound, 
And native Armour cruſted him around. 
With more Succeſs a pointed Jay'lin flew, 
Which at his Back the raging Cadmus threw ; 
Through the thick Scales and Fleſh it took itsCourſe, 
And in the ſpinal Marrow ſpent its Force. 
The Serpent hiſs'd aloud, and rag'd in vain, 
And writh'd his Body to and fro with Pain; 
And bit the Spear, and wrench'd the Wood away, 
The Point ſtill buried in the Marrow lay. 
And now his Rage increaſing with his Pain 
Reddens his Eyes, and beats in ev'ry Vein; 
His grinding Jaws are whiten'd with a Foam, 
And from his Mouth the blaſting Vapours come; 
The Plants around him wither in the Blaſt, | 
Such as th Infernal Scygian Waters caſt. 
Now in a Maze of Rings he lyes enroll'd, 


Now all untwiſted, and without a Fold; 
K k 4 | Now 


516 De FIFTH PART 
Now like a Torrent with a mighty force 
Bears down the Forreſt in his boiſt'rous Courſe: 
Cadmus gave back, and on the Lion's Spoil 
Suſtain d the Shock, then fore d him to recoil; | 
The pointed Spear ſtill warded off his Rage: 

Mad with his Pains, and furious to Engage, 
I!be Serpent champs the Steel, and bites the Spear, 
5 | * Till Blood and Venom all the Point beſmear. 

| : But Rill the Hurt he yet receiv'd was light, ö. 

3 For whilſt the Champion with redoubl'd Might 
Strikes home the Jav'lin, his retiring Foc _. 


Sbrinłs from the Wound, and diſappoints the Blow. 


ke Dauntleſs Heroe ſtill purſues his Stroke, 
| And preſſes forward, till a knotty Oak 
Retards his Flight, and ſtops him in the Rear; 
Full in his Throat he plung'd the fatal Spear, 


That 
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That through the Serpent's Neck a Paſſage found, 
Andpierc'd the knotty Timber through the Wound. 
Fix'd to the reeling Trunk, with many a ſtroke 
Of his hugh Tail, the Serpent laſh'd the Oak; 
Till ſpent with Toil, and lab'ring hard for Breath. 


He now lay twiſting in the Pangs of Death. 


Cadmus beheld him wallow in a Flood 
Of ſwimming Poiſon, intermix'd with Blood; 
hen ſuddenly a Speech was heard from high, 
(The Speech was heard, nor was the Speakernigh) 
Why doſt thou thus with ſecret Pleaſure ſee, | 
Inſulting Man ! what thou thy ſelf ſhalt be? 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Voice he ſtood amaz'd, 
And all around with inward Horror gaz d. ö | 
When Pallas ſtraight deſcending from the Skies, a 
Pallas the Guardian of the Bold and Wiſe, 


Bid [ 
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Bid him Plow up the Field, and ſcatter round 
The Serpent's Teeth o'er all the Furrow'd Ground 


Then tells the Youth, how to his wond'ring Eyes 
Embattl' d Armies from the F ield ſhou'd riſe. 


He Sows the Teeth at Pallas's Command, 
And flings the future People from his Hand. 
The Clods grow warm, and crumble where he Sows, 5 
And now the pointed Spears advance in Rows ; 
Now nodding Plumes appear, and ſhining Creſts, 
Now the broad Shoulders and the riſing Breaſts; 
| O' er all the Field the breathing Harveſt ſwarms, 
A growing Hoſt, a Crop of Men and Arms. 


So through the parting Stage a Figure rears 


Its Body up, and Limb by Limb appears, 


Till all the Man by juſt Degrees ariſe, 
And in his full Proportions ſtrikes the Eyes. 


Cad. 
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Cadmus ſurpriz*d, and ſtartl'd at the ſight 

Of his new Foes, prepar*d himſelf for Fight: 

When ane cry'd out, Forbear, fond Man, forbear 

| To mingle in a blind promiſcuous War. 

This ſaid, he ſtruck his Brother to the Ground, 

Himſelf expiring by another's Wound; 

Nor did the third his Conqueſt long ſurvive, 

Dying cer ſcarce he had begun to live. 


The ſame Example ran through all the Field, 
Till Heaps of Brothers were by Brothers kill'd. 
The Furrows ſwam in Blood, and only Five 

Of all the vaſt Increaſe were left alive. 

Echion one, at Pallas's Command, 

Let fall the guiltleſs Weapon from his Hand; 
Then with the reſt a laſting Peace he makes, Og 
Whom Cadmus as his Friends and Partners takes: 


So 
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So Founds a City on the promis'd Earth, 


And gives his new Beotian Empire Birth. 


Here Cadmus reign'd; and now one wou'd have 


Lot Founder in bis Enie biet: (He d 


Long did he live within his new Abodes, 
Ally'd by Marriage to the Deathleſs Gods; 
And, in a fruitful Wife's Embraces old, 

A long Increaſe of Children's Children told: 


But no frail Man, however Great or High, 


Can be concluded Bleſt before he die. 


Actæon was the firſt of all his Race, 
Who oriey'd his Grandſire for his borrow'd Fe ace; ; 


Condemn d by ſtern Diana to bemoan 
The branching Horns, and Viſage not his own; 


W To ſhun his once-lov'd Dogs, to bound away, 


And from their Hunter to become their Prey. 
And 
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And yet conſider what the Change had wrought, 
You'll find it a Misfortune, not a Fault; 

Or if a Fault, it was the Fault of Chance, 


F or how can Guilt proceed from Ignorance? 


The Transformation of Actæon into 
a4 Stag, 


Ina fair Glace: a ſhady Vente loud, 
Well ſtor'd with Game, and mark*d with Tran of 
Here did the Huntſmen till the Heat of Day 
Purſue the Stag, and lade themſelves with Prey; 
When thus Acdtæon calling to the reſt: 

My Friends, ſays he, Our Sport is at the beſt, 
The Sun is high advancd, and downward ſheds 
His burning Beams directly on our Heads, 
Let's by Conſent abſtain from further Spoils, 
Call off the Dogs, and gather up the Toils; 


Blood. E 
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And cer to Morrow's Sun begins his Race, 
Take the cool Morning to renew the Chace. 


They all conſent, and in a chearful Train 
The Jolly Huntſmen, loaden with the Slain, 
Return in Triumph from che ſultry Plain. 
| Down in a Vale with Pine and Cypreſs clad, 
Refreſh'd with gentle Winds, and brown with Shade, 
The chaſte Dianas private Haunt, there ſtood 
Full in the middle of the darkſom Wood 
A ſpacious Grotto, all around o' er- grown 
With hoary Moſs, and arch; d with Pumice-ſtone. 
From out its rocky Clefts the Waters flow, 
And trickling ſwell into 2 Lake below. 
| Nature had ev'ry where ſo plaid' her part, 
Tuat cv ry where ſhe ſeem'd to vie with Art. 
Here the bright Goddefs, toild and chaf d with Heat, | 


Was us'd to bathe her in the cool Retreat. 


Here 
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Here did ſhe now with all her Train reſort, | 


Panting with Heat, and breathleſs from the Sport; 
Her Armour-bearer laid her Bow aſide, 
Some loos'd her Sandals, ſome her Veil unty'd; 
Each buſie Nymph her proper Part undreſt; | 
While Crocale, more handy than the reſt, 2 
Gather'd her flowing Hair, and in a Nooſe 
Bound it together, tho? her own hung looſe: 
F ive of the more ignoble ſort by turns | 
| Fetch up the Water, and unlade their Urns. /_ _ 
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When, as A207 had the Chaſe purſu'd, 


Now all undreſt the ſhining Goddeſs ſtood, 
Loſt and bewilder'd in the pathleſs Wood, 
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He wander'd hither, where th' unhappy Man 0 
Saw the Fair Goddeſs, and the naked Train. ! 
The frighted Nymphs, with Horror in their Eyes, | 
Fil d an the Wood with piercingShricksand Cries; I 


Then | 
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Then in a huddle round the Goddeſs preft : 
She proudly Eminent above che reſt 

With Bluſhes glow*'d; ſuch Bluſhes as adorn 
The ruddy Mellin, or the purple Morn; 

And tho? the crowding N ymphs her Body hide, 
She modeſtly withdrew, and turn'd aſide. 
Supriz'd at firſt ſhe wou'd have ſnatch'd her Boy, 
But ſees the circling Waters round her flow; 
Theſe in the Hollow of her Hand ſhe took, 
And daſtyd em in his Face, while thus ſhe ſpoke: 
Tell if thou canſt the wond'rous Sight diſclos'd, 

A Goddeſs naked to thy View expos d. 


2 0 This ſaid, the Man begun to diſappear 
By ſlow degrees, and ended in a Deer. 
Ar riling n on either Brow he wears, 
Mm And ſtretches out his Neck, -and pricks his Ears; 


— 


Rough 


\ ; 
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Rough is his Skin, with ſudden Hairs o'er- grown, 
His Boſom pants with Fears before unknown. 
Transform'd at length, he flies away in haſte, 

And wonders why he flies away ſo faſt. 

But as by chance, within a Neighb'ring Brook, 
He ſaw his branching Horns and alter'd Look, 
Wretched Actæon! in a doleful Tone 

He try'd to ſpeak, but only gave a Groan; 

And as he wept, within the Watry Glaſs, 

He ſaw the big round Drops, with ſilent pace, | 
Run trickling down a Savage Hairy Face. 

W hat ſhould he do? Or ſeek his old Aboads, 

Or herd among the Deer, and ſculk in Woods? 

Here Shame diſſuades him, there his Fear prevails, 
And cach by turns his aking Heart aſſails. 


— — —e—6 


* 
— 
kl — 
A * 
* - g 8 1 — en — — 1 * i Fn = Bp 
7 ' 1 
_—— — — — 3 — wg — 
— 6——-· vo += * as — - - _ 

= = — 2 


r 
1 


As he thus ponders, he behind him ſpies 
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His op'ning Hounds, and now he hears their Cries; 
0 he A 


” | 1 


516 The FIFTH PART 


/ 
E 
A noble Pack, or to maintain the Chace, 


He bounded off with Fear, and ſwiftly ran 
O'er craggy Mountains, and the flow'ry Plain; 
TbroughBrakesand Thickets forc'd his way, and flew 
Tough many a Ring, where once he did purſue. 
13 vain he oft endeavour· d to proclaim 
Ils new Misfortune, and to tell his Name, 
Nor Voice nor Words the brutal Tongue ſupplies,- 
Krom ſhouting Men,and Horns,and Dogs, he flies, 
Deafen'dandſtunn'd with their promiſcuousCries. 
When now the flecteſt of the Pack, that preſt 
Cloſe at his Heels, and ſprung before the reſt, 
Had faſten'd on him, ſtraight another Pair 
Hung on his wounded Haunch, and held him there, 
Till all:the!Pack came up, and ey*ry Hound ” 
Tore the ſad Huntſman grov'ling onthe Ground, 


That now he ſeem'd but one continu'd Wound. 


| 
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With dropping Tears his bitter Fate he mans, 

And fills the Mountain with his dying Groans. 

His Servants with a pitedus Look he ſpies, 

And turns about his ſupplicating Eyes. 

His Servants, ignorant of what had-chanc'd, 

With eager haſte and joyful ſhouts advanc d 

And call'd their Lord Actæon to the Game; 

He ſhook his Head in Anſwer to the Name; 

He heard, but wiſt'd he had indeed been * 
Or only to have ſtood! Eooker on. 

But to his Grief he finds himſelf too near, | 

And feels his rav nous Dogs; with Fury ten 

Their n Lord, — in a Deer. 


The Bir th, of Bacchus. 


Actæon's Sorrows, and Dinge Rage, cn 
Did variouſly the Thoughts of Men engage; 


1% Some 
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Some call*d'the Evils which Diana brought, 
Too great; and diſproportion'd to the F ault: 
| Others again eſteem'd Atzon's Woes, 
Fit for a Virgin Goddeſs to impoſe. 


The Hearers into'difffrent Parts diyide, 
And ne — 3 3 
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Juno alone, of all that heard the Ne ews, 
N or would condemn the Goddeſs, nor TIO TY 5 
Not caring for the Juſtice of the Dee. 
Put pleas: d to ſec the Race of Cadmus bleed; 
For ſtill ſhe kept Europa in her Mind, 
And, for ber fake, deteſted all her Kind; 
Biſides, to aggravate her Hate, ſhe =" 
How Semlli to- yabes Bebra preferr'd, 
Was now grown. big with an Immortal Load, 
And carry d in her Womb a future God. 


To ſudden Fury, and abruptly ſpoke. 


And are my Threatnings of ſo ſmall a force? 
Tl then, ſays ſhe, purſue another Courſe, 
It is decreed the guilty Wretch ſhall die, 
If Tm indeed the Miſtreſs of the Sky, 
If rightly ſtil'd among the Pow'rs above, 
The Wife and Siſter of the thund'ring: ove; 
(And none can ſure a Siſter's Right deny ) 


b 


By my Decree the guilty Wretch ſhall die. 
Big with a Child by Jupiter begot, 

That ſcarce has ever faln to Funo's Lot; 

The Strumpet now may Triumph in her Jove, 
And publiſh to the gazing World his Love: 
But I'Il be call'd by Z#uno's Name no more, 

If Vengeance does not overtake the Whore. 


Llz3 This 
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Before the Gates of Semele the ſtood: 


Old Beroe s Decrepit Shape ſhe wears, 
Her wrinkl'd Viſage, and her hoary Hars ; 
Whilſt in her trembling Gate ſhe totters on, 
And learns to Tattle in the Nurſe's Tone. 
The Goddeſs thus diſpuis'd in Age, beguil'd 
With pleaſing Stories her falſe Foſter- Child. 
Much did ſhe ralk of Love, and when ſhe came 
To mention to the Nymph her Lover's Name, 
Fetching a Sigh, and holding, down her Head, 
"Tis well, ſays ſhe, if all be true that's ſaid. 
But truſt. me, Child, Im much inclin'd to fear 
Some Counterfeit in this your Jupiter. 
Many an honeſt well- deſigning Maid, 

Has been by tele pretended Gods betray'd. 
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But if he be indeed che thund'ring Joe, 
Bid him, when next he courts the Rites of Love, 
Deſcend Triumphant from th' Etherial Sky, 
In all the Pomp of his Divinity 
Encompas'd round by thoſe Celeſtial Charms, 
With which he fills th: Immortal 'Funo's Arms. 


Th' unwary Nymph, enfnar'd with what ſhe ſaid, 
Deſir'd of Fove, when next he ſought her Bed, 
To grant a certain Gift which ſhe wow'd chuſe; 
Fear not, reply'd the God, that I'Il refuſe 8 
A Lover's Wiſhes, Scyx confirm my Voice, 
Chuuſe what you will, and youſhall have your Choice. 
Why then, ſays ſhe, when next you fill my Arms, 
May you deſcend in thoſe Celeſtial Charms, 
With which your Juno's Boſom you enflame, * 
And fill with Tranſport Heav'n's Immortal Dame. pt 


L14 The 
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TheGod ſurpriz'd wou'd fain have ſtopp'd her Voice, 
But he had ſworn, and ſhe had made her Choice. 


To keep his Promiſe he aſcends, and ſhrowds | 
His awful Brow in Whirl-winds and in Clouds; 
Whilſt all around, in terrible Array, 

His Thunders rattle, and his Light'nings play. 8 
And yet the dazzling Luſtre to abate, 


He ſet not out in all his Pomp and State; 

Clad in the mildeſt Lightꝰ ning of the Skies, 

And arm d with Thunder of the ſmalleſt ſize: 

Not thoſe huge Bolts, by which the Giants lain, | 
Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean Plain. 

"Twas of a leſſer Mould, and lighter Weight; 

They call it Thunder of a Second- rate. 
For the rough Cyclops, ho by Fove's Command 
* Tcmper'd the Bolt, and curn'd it to his Hand, 


Work'd 
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Work'd up leſs Flame and Fury in 5 Make, 
And quench'd it ſooner in the ſtanding Lake.” : 

Thus terribly adorn'd with Horror bright, 2 

Th Illuſtrious God deſcending from his height, 

Came rufhing on her in a Flood of Light. 


The mortal Dame, too Feeble to engage : 
The Lightning's F laſhes, and the Thunder's Rage, 
Conſum'd amidſt the Glories ſhe defir'd, 

And in the Thunderer's Embrace expir'd. 


But, to preſerve his Off. ſpring from the Tomb) 
Jove took him ſmoaking from the blaſted Womb; 
And, if on ancient Tales we may rely, 

Inclos'd th* Abortiye Infant in his Thigh. 

Here when the Babe had all his time fulfill'd, 

Ino firſt took him for her Foſter-Child; 


Then 
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'Then the Niſeans,, i in their dark Abode, 
Nurs'd ſecretly with Milk the growing God, 


Dye Transfermation of Tireſias. 


Twas now, while theſe Tranſactions paſt on Earth, 
And Bacchus thus procur'd a ſecond Birth, 
When Fove, diſpos'd to lay aſide the Weight 
OF Publick Empire, and the Cares of State; 

As to his Queen in Nectar Bowls he quaff d, 

In troth, ſays he, and as he ſpoke he laugh' d, 


The Senſe of Pleaſure in the Male is far 


Mare dull and dead, than what you Females ſhare. 
Juno the Truth of what was ſaid-deny'd; - 
Tireſias therefore muſt the Cauſe decide, 5 
Having the Pleaſure of both Sexes try d. 


For he by chance, within a ſhady Wood, 
Two twiſted Serpents in Conjunction view'd; 
When 


$ ” 
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When with his Staff their ſlimy Folds be broke, 
And loſt his Sex and Manhood at the Stroke. * 


But after ſev'n revolving Years, he viewed 

The ſelf. ſame Serpents in the ſelf-ſame Wood, 
„And if, ſays he, ſuch Virtue in you lye, 

That he who dares your ſlimy Folds untie 

Muſt change his Kind, a ſecond Stroke PI 17. 

Again he ſtruck the Snakes, and ſtood again 

New Sex'd, and ſuddenly recall'd to Man. 


Him therefore both the Deities create 


The Sov'raign Umpire, i in their grand Debate; 
And he declar'd for Jobe: When Juno fi- d, 
More than ſo trivial an Affair requir'd, 
Depriv'd him, in her Fary, of his Sight, 
And left him groaping round in ſudden Night. 
But Jove, to recompence him for the Fact, 


(Since no one God repeals another's Act) 


n : Irra. 
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Irradiates all his Soul with inward Light, 
And withtheProphet'sArt relieves the want of $ ight. 


The Transformation of Eccho. 
Fam'd far and near for knowing things to come, 
| From him th” enquiring Nations ſought their Doom; 5 
The Fair Liriope his Anſwers try'd, 
And firſt th? unerring Prophet juſtify'd; 


This N ymph the God Cephiſus had abus'd, 
With all his winding Waters circumfus'd, 


| And on her Body got a lovely Boy, WD 
Whom ev'n the Virgins then beheld with Joy. 


The tender Dame, ſollicitous to know _ 
Whether her Child ſhou'd reach old Age or no, 
Conſults the Sage Tireſias, who replics, 

If Cer he knows himſelf, he ſurely dies. 


Long 
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Long liv'd the dubious Mother in ſuſpence, 
Till Time unriddl'd all the Propher's Senſe. 


Narciſſus now his Sixteenth Year began. 
Juſt turn'd of Boy, nor wholly roſe to Man; 
Many a Youth his F riendſhip had careſs'd, 
Many a Lovedich Maid her Flame confeſs'd: | 
In vain the Youth his Friendfhip had careſs'd, 
The Love-ſick Maid in vain her Flame confeſs'd; | 


Once, in the Woods, as he purſu'd the Chace, 
The babbling Eccho had deſcry'd his Face; 


She, who in other's Words her Silence breaks, 


Speechleſs her ſelf but when another ſpeaks. -  / 
This Eccho was a Virgin then, who choſe _ | 
To ſport with ey'ry Sentence in the Cloſe, 
A Puniſhment which Juno did impoſe. 
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For often whem the Goddeſs, might have caught 
Jove and her Rivals in the very Fault, 
This Nymph with ſubtle Stories wou'd delay 
Her Coming, till the Lovers ſlipp'd away. 
The Goddeſs found out the Deceit in "AF 
And thenſhecry'd, That Tongue; for chischy © Crime, 
Which cou'd ſo many ſubtle Tales! produce, 
Shall be hereafter but of little uſe! 

Hence tis ſhe prattles in a: fainter "IN 
With Mimick Sounds, and Speeches not her own. 


This Love-ſick Virgin, over-joy? d to find 
The Boy alone, fill follow'd him behind, 
When glowing warmly at her near Approach, 
| fs Sulphur melts and blazes with a Touch, 
She long'd-her hidden Paflion to reveal, 110 
And tell her Pains; but had not Words to tell: 


She 


She can't begin, but waits for the Rebound, 
To catch his Voice, and to return the Sound. 


The N ymph, when noching cou d Narcifſlis move, 
Still daſh'd with Bluſhes for her flighted Love, 
Liv'd in the ſhady Covert of the Woods, 

In ſolitary Caves and dark Abodes; 

Where ſtill ſhe pin d for her ungrateful Fair: 
Till haraſs'd out, and worn away with Care, 1 J. 
The ſounding Skeleton, of Blood bereft, 

Beſides her Bones and Voice had nothing leſt. 
Her Bones are petrify'd, her Voice is found 
ln Vaults, where ſtill it doubles ey'ry Sound. 


Thus did the Nymphs in vain Careſs the Boy, 
He ſtill was Bovely, but he ſtill was Coy 
' | | 
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| When o one Fair Virgin of the ſlighted Train 

Thus Pr ay'd the Gods, provok'd by his Diſdain, 2 
Oh may he love like me, and love like me in vain! 

 Rhanmuſia pity d the neglected Fair, 


And with juſt Vengeance anſwer'd to her Pray'r. 


There ſtands a Fountain in a darkſom Wood, 
Not ſtain'd with falling Leaves nor riſing Mud; 
UntroubP'd by the Breath of Winds, it reſts, 
Unſully'd by the- Tomch of Men or Beaſts, 

High Neben ot ſhady Trees above it grow, 

And riſing Graſs and chearful Greens below. 
Pleas'd with the Form and Coolneſs of the Place, 


| And over-heated with the Morning Chace, 


Narciſſus on the graſſie Verdure lyes: 
But whilſt within the Chryſtal Fount he tries 
To quench his Heat, he feels new Heats ariſe. 


For 
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For as his own bright Image he ſuryey'd, 

He fell in Love with the fantaſtick Shade; 

And o'er the Fair Reſemblance hung unmoy'd, 
N or knew, fond Youth, it was himſelf he loy'd. 
The well-turn'd Neck and Shoulders he deſcries, 
The ſpacious Forehead, and the ſpark'ling Eyes; 
The Hands that might by Bacehus' ſelf be born, 
And Hair that could Apollo's Head adorn; 

With all the Purple Youth fulneſs of Face, 

That gently bluſhes in the wat'ry Glaſs. 

By his'own Flames conſum'd the Lover lyes, 

And gives himſelf the Wound by which he dies. 
To the cold Water oft he joins his Lips, x. 
Ofc catching at the beauteous Shade he dips 8 ; 
His Arms, as often from himſelf he ſlips. 

Nor knows he who it is his Arms purſue 

With eager Claſps, but loves he knows not who, 


He. What 
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W hat could, fond Youth, this helpleſs Paſſion 


What kindle, in thee this unpity'd Love? (over 
Thy own warm Bluſh within the Water glows, 


With thee the colour'd Shadow comes and goes; 
Its empty Being on thy ſelf relies, 
Step thou aſide, and the frail Charmer dies. 


Still o'er the Fountain's wat*ry Gleam he ſtood, 
| Still view'd his Face, and languiſh'd as he view'd, 
Mſindleſs of Sleep, and negligent of Food. 

Ac length he rais'd his Head, and thus began 

To vent bis Gricfs, and tell the Woods his Pain. 
Lou Trees, ſays he, and thou ſurrounding Grove, 

Who oft have been the kindly Scenes of Love, 

Tell me, if e' er within your Shades did lye, 
Ax outh fo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as I? 

I, who before me ſee the Charming Fair, 


Whilſt there he ſtands, and yet he ſtands not there; 
. In 
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| In ſuch a Maze of Love my Thoughts are oft, 
And yet no Bulwark'd Town, nor diſtant Coaſt, 
Preſerves the beautcous Youth from being ſeen, 
No Mountains riſe, nor Oceans flow between, 
A ſhallow Water hinders my Embrace, NY 
And yet the lovely Mimick wears a Face 
That kindly ſmiles; and when I bend to join 
My Lips to his, he fondly tends to mine. 
Hear, gentle Youth, and pity my Complaint, 
Come from thy Well, thou Fair Inhabitant. 
My Charms have gain'd an eaſie Victory 
O'er others Hearts, oh let *em win on thee! 
vet why theſe fad Complaints? I'm ſure he burns 
With equal Flames, and languiſhes by turns. "0 
When cer I ſtoop he offers at a Kiſs, 

And when my Arms J ſtretch, he ſtretches his. 
His Eye with Pleaſure on my Face he keeps, 4 
He ſmiles my Smiles, and when I weep he weeps. 
Mm 2 | When 
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When cer I ſpeak, his moving Lips appear 
To utter ſomething which I cannot hear. 


Ah wretched me! I now begin too late 


i To find out all the long perplex d Deceit; 


It is my ſelf I love, my {elf I ſee; 

i The gay Deluſion 1s a part of me. 

I kindle up the F ires by which I burn, 

And my own Beauties from the Well return. 
Whom ſhould I Court? how utter my Complaint? 8 
1 Enjoyment but produces my Reſtraint, 8 
And too much Plenty makes me die for Want. 
How gladly would I from my ſelf remoye! 
And at a diſtance ſer the thing I love. 
My Breaſt is warm'd with fuch unuſual Fir ire, 


11 wiſh him abſent whom I moſt deſire. 


And now I faint with Grief, my Fate draws nigh, 


In all the Pride of blooming Youth I die. 


Death | 


[ 
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Death will the Sorrows of my Heart relieye. 
Oh might the Viſionary Youth ſurvive! 
With Pleaſure I'd my lateſt Breath reſign: 


But oh! I fee his Fate involy'd in mine. 


This ſaid, the weeping Youth again return'd 
To the clear Fountain, Where again he burn'd; 
His Tears defac'd the Surface of the Well, 
With Circle after Circle, as they fell: 

And now the lovely Face but half appears, | 


Ofer-run with Wrinkles, and deform'd with Tears. 
Ah whither, cries Narciſſus, doſt thou fly? 
Let me till feed the Flame by which I die; 
Let me ſtill ſee, tho' I'm no further bleſt; 
Then rends his Garment off, and beats his Breaſt: 
His naked Boſom redden'd with the Blow, 
In ſuch a Bluſh as purple Cluſters ſhow, 


M m 3 ; E'er 
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E'er yet the Sun's Autumnal Heats refine 
Their ſprightly Juice, and mellow it to Wine. 
The glowing Beautics of his Breaſt he ſpies, 
And with a new redoubl'd Paſſion dies. 
As Wax diſſolves, as Ice begins to run, 

And trickle into Drops before the Sun; 

So melts the Youth, and languiſhes away, 
His Beauty withers and his Limbs decay: 
And none of thoſe Immortal Charms remain, 
To which the ſlighted Eccho ſu'd in vain. 


She ſaw him in his preſent Miſery, 
Whom ſpight of all her Wrongs ſhe griev d to ſce. 
She anſwer'd ſadly to the Lover's Moan, 


Sigh'd'back his Sighs, and groan'dtoey'ry Groan; 


Ah Youth! belov'd i in vain, ' Narciſſus cries; 


Ah Youth ! belov'd i in vain, the Nymph replies. 


Fare- 
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Farewel, ' ſays he; the parting Sound ſcarce fell 
From his faint Lips, but ſhe reply'd, Farewel. 
Then on th'unwholſome Earth he gaſping * 
Till Death ſhuts up thoſe ſelf-admiring Eyes. 
To the cold Shades his flitting Ghoſt retires, 
And in the S$tjgian Waves it ſelf admires. 

For him the Naids and the Dryads mourn, 
Whom the ſad Eccho anſwers in her turn; | 8 
And now the Siſter-Nymphs prepare his Urn: 


When looking for his Corps, they only found 
A riſing Stalk, with yellow Bloſſoms Crown'd. 


The Story of Pentheus. 


This fad Event did Blind Tireſas tell, 


Who now became the Grecian Oracle. 


Mm4 The | 
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The wicked Pentheus only durſt deride 

The cheated People, and their — 

To whom the Prophet in his F ury ſaid, 

8 Shaking the hoary Honours of his Head, 

were well, audacious Man, *twere well for thec 

If thou wert Eyeleſs too, and Blind, like me; 

For the time comes, nay, *tis already here, 

When the young God's Solemnities appear ; 

Which, if thou doſt not with juſt Rites adorn, f 

Thy impious Carcaſs, into pieces torn, 8 

Shall ſtrew the Woods, and hangoney'ry Thorn. 

Then you'll remember what I now foretel, 

And think the Blind Tireſſar ſaw too well. 

Still Pentheus ſcorns him, _ derides' his Skill, 

But Time did all the Prophet's Threats fulfil. 


Loo: Bo: 4 0 
For now thro' proftrate Greece young Bacchus rode, 


And howling Matrons ſolemnis'd the God. 
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All Ranks and Sexes to his Orgies ran, 
To fill the Pomps, and mingle in the Train. 
When Pentheus thus his Blaſphemies expreſs'dz 
What Madneſs, Thebans, has your Souls poſſeſs'd? 
Can hollow Timbrels, can a drunken Shout, 
And the lewd Clamours of a beaſtly Rout, 
Thus ſpoil your Courage? Can the weak Alarm 
Of Womens Yells thoſe ſtubborn Souls diſarm, 
Whom nor the Sword nor Trumpet cer could fright, 
Nor the loud Din and Horror of a Fight? 
And you, our Sires, who left your old Abodes, 
And fix'd in foreign Earth your Country Gods; 
Will you without a Stroak your City yield, 
And poorly quit an undiſputed Field? 
But you, whoſe Youth and Vigour ſhould inſpire 
Heroick Warmth, and kindle Martial Fire, 
f Whom burniſh'd Arms and creſted Helmets grace, 
Not flow'ry Garlands and 4 painted Face; 
Remem- 
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Remember him to whom you ſtand ally'd: 

The Serpent for his Well of Waters dy'd. 

He fought the ſtrong; do you his Courage how, 
And gain a Conqueſt o'er a feeble-Foe. 


If Thebes muſt fall, oh might the Fates afford 


A nobler Doom from Famine, Fire, or Sword! 
Then might the Thebans periſh: with Renown: 
But now a beardleſs Victor ſacks the Town "Tt 
Whomnor the prancing Steed, nor pond'rous Shield, 
Nor the hack'd Helmet, nor the duſty F ield, 
But the ſoft Joys of Luxury and Eaſe, 

The purple Veſts, and flow'ry Garlands lens 
Stand then aſide, Vie make the Counterfeit | 
Renounce his God-head, and confeſs che Chen. 


Acriſus from the Grecian Walls repell'd 


This boaſted Pow*r,why then ſhould Pentheus yield? 


Goo quickiy, drag th'audacious Boy to me, 


Pll try the Force of his Divinity. 


bc ; | = Thus 
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Thus did ch'unhallow'dWretch thoſcRights profane 
His Friends diſſuade his Blaſphemies in vain, 
In vain his Grandſire urg' d him to give o'er 


His impious Threats, the W etch but raves the more. 


So have I ſeen a River gently glide, 
In a ſmooth Courſe, and inoffenſive Tide; 
But if with Dams its Current we reſtrain, | 


It bears down all before, and foams along the Plain. 


But now his Servants came beſmear'd with Blood, 
| Whom he had ſent to apprehend the God; 

The God they found not in the frantick Throng, 
But dragg'd a zealous n along 


The Mariners e 4 to Dobbins; 


Him Pentheus view'd with Fury in his Look, 
And ſcarce with-held his Hands, whilſt thus heſpoke: 
Baſe 
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Bafe Wretch! whoſe ſpeedy Puniſhment i in time 
Shall frighten the Partakers of thy Crime, 


Tell me thy Country, and thy Parentage, ; 


And yt ron doſt in theſe mad Rites engage. 


The Captive views him with undaunted Eyes, 


And, arm'd with inward Innocence, replies. 


From high Meonia's rocky Shores 1 came, 


Of poor Deſcent, Aretes is my Name: 


My Sire was meanly born; no Oxen plow'd 


His fruitful Fields, nor in his Paſtures low'd. 
His whole Eſtate within the Waters lay; 
With Lines and Hooks he caught the finny Prey: 
His Art was all his Livelihood, you he 


Thus with his dying Lips bequearh'd to me: 


In Streams, my Boy, and Rivers take thy Chance; 


There ſwims, ſaid he, thy whole Inheritance. 


Long 
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Long did I live on this his Legacy; 

Till cir'd with Rocks, and my old Native Sky, 

Jo Arts of Navigation I inclin'd; 

Obſery'd the Turns and Changes of the Wind: 

Learn'd the fit Havens, and began to note 

The ſtormy Hyades, the rainy Goat, 

The bright Taygete, and the ſhining Bears; 

With all the Sailor's Catalogue of Stars. 


Once, as by chance for Delos I deſign'd, 
My Veſſel, driv'n by a ſtrong Guſt of Wind; 
Moor'd in a Chian Creek; a-ſhore I went, 
And all the following Night in Chios ſpent. 
When Morning roſe, I fent my Mates to bring 
Supplies of Water from a neighb'ring Spring: 
Whulſt I the Motion of the Winds explor'd; 
Then fummon'd in my Crew, and went aboard. 


Obel. 
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Opheltes heard my Summons, and with Joy 
Brought to the Shoar a ſoft and lovely Boy, 
With more than Female Sweetneſs in his Look; 
Whom ſtraggling in ghe neighb'ring Fields he took, 
With Fumes of Wine the little Captive glows, 


And nods with Sleep, and ſtaggers as he goes. 


I view'd him nicely, and began to trace 
Each H cav'nly Feature, each Immortal Grace, 8 
And ſaw Divinity in all his Face. 

I know not who, ſaid I, this God ſhou'd be; 

But that he is a God 1 plainly ſee: 

And thou, who e' er thou art, excuſe the Force 
Theſe Men have us d; and oh befriend our Courſe! 
Pray not for us, the nimble Di&ys cry'd, 4 
Dickys, that cou'd: the Main- top Maſt rel 
And down: the Ropes with active Vigour ſlide. 


To 
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To the ſame Purpoſe old Epopens ſpoke, | 

Who over-look'd-the Oars, and tim'd the Stroke; 
The ſame the Pilot, and the fame the reſt; 
Such impious Avarice their Souls poſſeſt: 
Nay, Heav'n forbid that I ſhould:bear away 
Within my Veſſel ſo Divine a Prey, 

Said I; and ſtood to hinder: their Intent: 
When Zycabas, a Wretch for Murder ſent 
From Tuſtany, to ſuffer Baniſhment, . 

With his clench'd Fiſt had ſtruck me over- board, 
Had not my Hands in falling graſp'd a Cord; 


His baſe Con federates the Fact approve, 
When Bacchus, (for *twas he) begun to move; 
Rous'd by the Noiſe and Clamours which they made, 
And ſhook his drowſie Limbs, and wept, and ſaid, 
What means this Noiſe? ah! how am I betray d? 
And whither, whither muſt I be conyey'd? 
Fear 
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To Naxos then direct your Courſe, ſaid he; 0 
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Fear not, ſaid Proteus, Child, but tell us where 


Tou wou'd be ſet, and we ſhall ſet you there. 


Naxos a hoſpitable Port ſhall be 

To each of you; a joyful Home to me. 

By ev'ry God in Heay'n, and in the Sea, 

The perjur'd Villains promis d to obey, 
And bid me haſten to unmoor the Ship. 
With eager Haſte I launch into the Deep TIF 
And, heedleſs of the Fraud, for Naxos ſtand. 
They whiſper oft, and beckon with the Hand, 
And give me Signs, all anxious for their Prey, 


To tack about, and fteer another Way. 


Then det ſome other to my Poſt ſucceed, 
Said I, I'm guiltleſs of fo foul a Deed. 


What, ſays Erhalion, muſt the Ship's whole Crew 
Follow your Humour, and depend on you? 


And 
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And ſtraight himſelf he ſeated at the Prore, 
And — about, and fought another Shore. 


And from the Deck the riſing Waves ſurvey 'd, 
And ſeem'd to weep, and as he wept he ſaid, 

Ah! why, hard-hearted Men, this Cruelty? 

Are theſe, are theſe the Shores you promis'd me J 
Will ſuch a Multitude of Men employ 

Their Strength againſt a weak, defenceleſs Boy? 


"4 
Z 


The beautcous Youth now found hiraſelf 04 


In vain did I the God-like Youth deplore, 
The more I begg'd, they thwarted me the more. 
And now by all the Gods in Heay'n that hear 
This Solemn Oath, by Bacchus ſelf I Fears 
The mighty Miracle that did enſue, 

Altho' it ſeems beyond Belief, is true. 


Ns. : The 
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The Veſtal; fix*d and rooted in the Flood, 

__ Unſhock'd by all the beating Billows ſtood. 

In vain the Sailors try to Plow the Main | 

With Sails unfurl'd, and ſtrike their Oars in vain; 

Around their Oars a tw-ining Ivy cleaves, 

And climbs the Maſt, and hides the Cord sin Leaves: 

The Sails are cover d with a chearful Green, 

And Berries on the fruitful Canvaſe ſeen. 

Amidſt the Waves a ſudden Forreſt tears 

Its: verdant cad, and the new Spring appears. 
The.God we now behold with open'd Eyes, 

A Herd of.Zynx and Panthers round him lyes 

In glaring Forms; the grapy Cluſters ſpread 

Around his Brows, and dangle on his Head. 

And whilſt he Frowns, and Brandiſhes his Spear, 

| My Mates, ſurpriz'd with Madneſs or with Fear, 


| 


| Leap'd 
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Leap'd over- board; firſt perjur'd Madon fund 
Rough Scales and Fins his RifPning Sides ſurround; 
Ah what, erys one, has thus transform'd thy Look? 
straight his own Mouth grew wider as he ſpoke; 
And now himſelf he views with like Surprize. 
Still at his Oar th* induſtrious Libys plies; 

But as he plies each buſie Arm ſhrinks i in, | 
And by degrees i 1s faſhion'd to a Fin. 

Another, as he catches at a Cord, 

Miſſes his Arms, and, tumbling over-board; 
With his broad Fins and forky Tail, he laves 
The riſing Surge, and flounces in the Waves. 
Thus all my Crew transform d around the Ship, - 
Or Dive below, or on the Surface leap, 
And ſpout the Waves, and wanton 1n the Deep. 
Full Nineteen Sailors did the Ship convey, | 


A Shole of Ninetcen Dolphins round her play. 
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I only in my proper Shape appear, 
S pecchleſs with Wonder, and half tus with Fear, 
Till Bacchus kindly bid me fear no more. | 
With him I landed on the Chian Shore, 
And him ſhall ever gratefully adore. | 


his forging Slave, ſays Pentheus, wou'd prevail 

DOeer our juſt Fury by a far-fetch'd Tale: 
Go, let him feel the Whips, the Swords, the Fire, 
And in the Tortures of the Rack expire. | 
Th' officious Servants hurry him away, 
And the poor Captive in a Dungeon lay. 

But, whilſt the Whips and Tortures are prepar'd, 
| The Gates fly open, of themſelves unbarr'd ; 
At Liberty th' unferter'd Captive ſtands, | 
And flings the looſen'd Shackles from his Hands. 


The 
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The Death of Pentheus. 1 


But Pentheus, grown more furious than before, 
Reſolv'd to ſend his Meſſengers no more, 
But went himſelf to the diſtracted Throng; 
Where high Cithæron eccho'd with their Song. 
And as the fiery War- horſe paws the Ground, 
And ſnorts, and trembles at the Trumpet's Sound; 
Tranſported thus he heard the frantick Rout, 
And rav d and madden'd at the diſtant Shout. 


A ſpacious Circuit on the Hill there ſtood, 
Level and wide, and skirted round with Wood; 
Here the raſh Peurbeus, with unhallow'd Eyes, 
The howling Dames and Miſtick Orgies ſpies. 
His Mother ſternly view'd him where he ſtood, 
And kindled into Madneſs, as ſhe view'd: 


Nn 3 1 
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Her leafic Jay'lin at her Son ſhe caſt, 


And crys, The Boar that lays our Country waſte, 


The Boar, my Siſters! Aim the fatal Dart, 
And ſtrike the brindled Monſter to the Heart. 


Pentheus aſtoniſh'd heard the diſmal Sound, 


And ſees the yelling Matrons gath'ting round; 


He ſees, and weeps at his approaching Fate, 


And begs for Mercy, and repents too late. 


Help, help! my Aunt Antonoe, he cry'd; 
Remember how your own Actæon dy*d ; 
Deaf to his Cries, the frantick Matron crops 
One firetch'd-our Arm, the other Ino lops. 
In vain does Pentheus. to his Mother ſue, 


And the raw bleeding Stumps preſents to view: 


His Mother howl'd; and, heedleſs of his Pray'r, 


Her trembling Hand ſhe twiſted in his Hair, 
And this, ſhe cry'd, ſhall be Agave's Share. 
| When 
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When from the Neck his ſtruggling Head ſhe ten 
And in her Hands the ghaſtly Viſage . 
With Pleaſure all the hideous Trunk ſurvey; 


Then pull'd and tore the mangled Limbs away, 
As ſtarting in the Pangs of Death it lay. 
Soon as the Wood its leafie Honours caſts, 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by Autumnal Blaſts, | 
With ſuch a ſudden Death lay Pentheus flain, 
And in a thouſand Pieces ftrow'd the Plain. 
By ſo diſtinguiſhing a Judgment aw'd, 

The Thebans tremble, and confeſs the God, g __ 
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NorTEs on the Firſt FA BLE. 


| HERE is ſo great a Variety in the Arguments of the 

Metamorphoſes, that he ah Would treat of em rights 
9. onght to be a Maſter of all Stiles, and every dif- 
ferent way of Writing. Ovid indeed ſhows himſelf moſt in 
a familiar Story, here the chief Grace is to be eaſie and natu- 
ral; but wants neither Strength of Thought nor Expreſſion, 
when he endeavours after it, in the more ſublime and manly 
Subjects of his Poem, In the preſent Fable the Serpent is terri- 
bly deſcrib'd, and his Behaviour very well imagin d, the Acti= 
ons of both Parties in the Encounter are natural, and the Lan- 
guage that repreſents em more ſtrong and maſculine than what 
ve uſually meet with in this Poet: If there be any Faults in 
the Narration, they are theſe, perhaps, which follow. 

Above the talleſt, &c.| Ovid, to make his Serpent more 
terrible, and to raiſe the Character of his Champion, has given 
roo great 4 Looſe to his Imagination, and exceeded all the 
bounds of Probability. He tells us, that when he rais'd up but 
half his Body he over-look'd a tall Foreſt of Oaks, and that his 
whole Body 1as as large as that of the Serpent in the Skies. 
None but a Madman Would have attack'd ſuch a Monſter as 
zhis is deſcrib'd to be; nor can we have any Notion of 4 Mor- 
zal's ſtanding againſt him, Virgil is not a ſbam d of making 
ZEneas fly and tremble at the Sight of a far leſs formidable 
Foe, where he gives us the Deſcription of Polyphemus, in the 
Third Book; he knew very well that a Monſter was not a pro- 
per Enemy for his Hero to encounter : But we ſhould certainly 
have | x64 Cadmus hewing down the Cyclops, had he fallen in 
Ovid's way; or if Statius's little Tydeus had been thrown on 
Sicily, *ris probable he would not have ſpared one of the whole 
Brotherhood. | Pn 

© N= wh ——Pheenicas, five illi tela parabant, 
Sive fugam, five ipſe timor prohibebat utrumque, 
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In vain the Tyrians, &c.] The Poet could not keep up his 
Narration all along, in the Grandeur and Magnificence of an 
Heroick Stile He has here ſunk into the Flatneſs of Proſe, 
where he tells us the Behaviour of the Tyrians at the Sight of 
the Serpent : 


—Tegimen direpta Leoni 

Pellis erat; telum ſplendenti Lancea ferro, 

Et Jaculum; teloque Animus præſtantior omni. 
And in a few Lines after lets drop the Majeſty of his Verſe, 
for the ſake of one of his little Turns. How does he languifh in 
that which ſeems a labour d Line? Triſtia ſanguinea lamben- 
tem vulnera lingua. And what pains does he take to expreſs 
the Serpent's breaking the Force of the Stroak, by ſhrinking 
back from it ? | 

Sed leve vulnus erat, quia fe retrahebat ab ictu, 

Læſaque colla dabat retro, plagamque ſedere 

|  Cedendo fecit, nec longius ire ſinebat. 

And flings the future, &c.] The Deſcription of the Men 
riſing out of the Ground is as beautiful a Paſſage as any in O- 
vid: It ſtrikes the Imagination very ſtrongly ; we ſee their, 
Motion in the firſt Part of it, and their Multitude in the Meſ- 
JJC | | 

The breathing Harveſt, & c.] Meſſis clypeata virorum. The 
Beauty in theſe Words would have been greater, had only Met- 
ſis virorum been expreſs d without clypeata; for the Reader's 
Mind would have been delighted with two ſuch different Ideas, 
compounded together, but can ſcarce attend to ſuch a compleat I 
mage as is made ont of all three. | | 

| This way of mixing two different Ideas together in one I- 
mage, AS it is a great Surprize to the Reader, is à great Beauty 
in Poetry, if there be ſufficient Ground for it in the Nature of 
the thing that is deſcribd. The Latin Poets are very full of 
tt, eſpecially the worſt of em, for the more correct uſe it but 
ſparingly, as indeed the Nature of things will ſeldom afford 4 
juſt occaſion for it. When any thing we deſcribe has accidental. 
| by init ſome Quality that ſcems repugnant to its Nature, or is 


very 
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very extraordinary and uncommon in Things of that Species, 
ſuch a compounaed Image as we are now ſpeaking of is made, 
turning this Quality into an Epithete of what we deſcribe, 
Thus Claudian, having got 4 hollow Ball of Chryſtal with Was 
ter in the midſt of it for his Subject, takes the Advantage of 
conſidering the Chryſtal as hard, ſtony, precious Water, and the 
Water as ſoft, fluid, imperfect Chryſtal; and thus ſports off a- 
love a doxen Epigrams, in ſetting his Words and Ideas at va- 
riance among one another. He has a great many Beauties of 
this nature in him, but he gives himſelf up ſo much to this way 
of Writing, that a Mun may eaſily know where to meet with 
them when he ſees his Subject, and often ſtrains ſo hard for em 
that he many times makes his Deſcriptions bombaſtic and unna- 
tural. What Work would he have made with Virgil's Golden 
Bough, had he been to aeſcribe it? Me ſhould certainly have 
feen the yellow Bark, Golden Sprouts, Radiant Leaves, Blooming 
Metal, Branching Gold, and all the Quarrels that could have 
been rais'd between Words of ſuch different Natures : When we ſee 
Virgil contented with his Auri frondentis ; and what is the ſame, 
tho' much finer expreſsd, ——PFrondeſcere virga Metallo. This 
Compoſition of differing Ideas is often met with in a whole Sen- 
tence, where Circumſtances are happily reconciPd that ſeem whol- 
ly foreign to each other; and is often found among the Latin 
Poets, (for the Greeks wanted Art for it) in their Deſcripti- 
ens of Pictures, Images, Dreams, Apparations, Metamorpho- 
ſes, and the like; where they bring together two ſuch thwart- 
ing Ideas, by making one part of their Deſcriptions relate to the 
Repreſentation, and the other to the Thing that is Repreſented. 
Of this nature is that Verſe, which, perhaps, is the wittieſt in 
Virgil; Attollens humeris famamque & fata Nepotum, An.8. 
Where he deſcribes /Eineas carrying on his Shoulders the Reputa- 
tion and Fortunes of his Poſterity; which, tho very odd and 
ſurprixing, is plainly made out, when we conſider how theſe 
diſagreeing Ideas are reconcil d, and his Poſterity's Fame and 
Fate made portable by being engraven on the Shield. Thus, 
when Ovid tells us that Pallas tore in pieces Arachne's ofthe 
© aynere 
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where ſhe had Embroider'd all the Rapes that the Gods had com- 
mitted, he ſays ——Rupit cceleſtia crimina, I ſhall conclude 
this tedious Reflection with an excellent Stroke of this nature, 
out of Mr. Mountague's Poem to the King; where he tells us 
how the King of France would have been celebrated by his Sub. 
jects, if he had ever gain d ſuch an honourable Wound as King 
William's at the Fight of the Boin : "42 
His Bleeding Arm had furniſh'd all their Rooms, 
And Run for ever Purple in the Looms, 


E A 


Here Cadmus reign' d.] This is à pretty ſolemn Tranſition to 
the Story of Actæon, which 25 all naturally told. The Goddeſs, 
and her Maids undreſſing her, are deſcrib'd with diverting Cir- 
cumſtances. Actæon's Flight, Confuſion and Gri efs are paſſi- 
onately repreſented ; but it's pity the whole Narration ſhould be 
ſo careleſly clos dd up. | | 

— ◻¶HeCt abeſſe queruntur, 

Nec capere oblatæ ſegnem ſpectacula prædæ. 
Vellet abeſſe quidem, ſed adeſt, velletque videre, 
Non etiam ſentire, Canum fera facta ſuorum. 

A Noble Pack, Gc.] I have not here troubled my ſelf 
to call over Actzon's Pack of Dogs in Rime : Spot and White- 
foot make but a mean Figure in Heroick Verſe, and the Greek 
Names Ovid uſes would ſound a great deal worſe." He cloſes 
up his own Catalogue with a kind. of a Feſt on it, Quoſque 
referre mora eft——which, by the way, is too light and full 
of Humour for the other ſerious Parts of this Story. | 

This way of inſerting Catalogues of proper Names in their 
Poems, the Latins took from the Greeks, but have made em 
more pleaſant than thoſe they imitate, by adapting ſo many do- 
lightful Characters to their Perſons Names; in which Part O- 
vicd's Copionſneſs of Invention, and great Inſight into Nature, 
bas given him the Precedence to all the Poets that ever came be- 
fore or after him. The Smoothneſs of our Engliſh Yerſe is too 
much leſt by the Repetition of proper Names, which is other- 


wiſe 
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wiſe very natural and abſolutely neceſſary in ſome Caſes; as be- 
fore a Battel, to raiſe in our Minds an anſwerable Expetation 
i of the Event, and a lively Idea of the Numbers that are en- 
gad. For had Homer or Virgil only told us in two or three 
| Lines before their Fights, that there were forty Thouſand o f 
each Side, our Imagination could not poſſibly have been ſo affe- 
fed, as when we ſee every Leader fingled out, and every Re- 
giment in a manner draum up before our Eyes. 


E A B. 

How Semele, &c.] This is one of Ovid's finiſh'd Stories. 
The Tranſition to it is proper and unforc'd : Juno, in her tuo 
Speeches, acts incomparably well the Parts of a reſenting Goddeſs 
and a tattling Nurſe : Jupiter makes a very Majeſtick Figure 
with his Thunder and Lightning, but it is ſtill ſuch a one as 
fhaws who dre it; for who does not plainly diſcover Ovid's 
Hand in the | 

Qua tamen uſque poteſt, vires ſibi demere tentat. 

Nec, quo centimanum dejecerat Igne Typhœa, 

Nunc armatur eo: nimium feritatis in illo. 

Eſt aliud levius fulmen, cui dextra Cyclopum 

Sævitiæ flammæque minus, minus addidit Iræ, 

Tela ſecunda vocant ſuperi. — | 
Tis well, fays ſhe, &c.] Virgil has made a Beroe of one 
- of his Goddeſſes, in the fifth Fineid ; but if we compare the 
= Speech ſhe there makes with that of her Name-ſake in this Sto- 
\ | T), 26 may find the Genius of each Poet diſcovering it ſelf in 
= the Language of the Nurſe : Virgil's Iris could not have ſpoken 

more Majeſtically in her own Shape; but Juno i ſo much al- 
er from her ſelf in Ovid, that the Goddeſs is quite loſt 
j in the Old Woman. | 8 
| ETEAB. Ko --. - 
| She can't begin, & c.] I playing on Words be excuſable in 
wy Poems it is in this, where Eccho is a Speaker; but it is ſo 


mean 4 kind of Wit, that if it deſerves Excuſe it cau claim 
no more. | Mr. Locke, 
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- Mr. Locke, in his Eſſay of Human Underſtanding, has gives 
ws the beft Account of Wit, in ſhort, that can any where be 
met with, Wit, ſays he, lyes in the Aſſemblage of Ideas, and 
putting thoſe together with quichueſꝭ and variety, wherein can 
be found any Reſemblance or Congruity, thereby to make up 
pleaſant Pictures and agreeable Viſions in the Fancy. Thus does 
true Wit, as this incomparable Author obſerves, generally con- 
fiſt in the Likeneſs of Ideas, and is more or leſs Wit, as this 
Likeneſs in Ideas is more ſurpriſing and unexpected. ' But as 
true Wit is nothing elſe but a Similitude in Ideas, ſo is falſe 
Wit the Similitude in Words, whether it lyes in the Likeneſ5 of 
Letters only, as in Anagram and Acroſtic; or of Sillables, as in 
Doggrel Rimes; or whole Words, as Puns, Eccho's, and the 
like. Beſide theſe ro kinds of falſe and true Wit, there is a= 
nother of a middle Nature, that has ſomething of both in it. 
When in two Ideas that have ſome Reſemblance with each o- 
ther, and are both expreſs d by the ſame Word, we make uſe 
of the Ambiguity of the Word to ſpeak that of one Idea included 
under it, which is proper to the other. Thus, for Example, moſt 
Languages have hit on the Word, which properly ſignifies Fire, 
to expreſs Love by, (and therefore we may be ſure there is ſome 
Reſemblance in the Ideas Mankind have of them;) from hence 
the witty Poets of all Languages, when they have once calld 
| Love a Fire, conſider it no longer as the Paſſion, hut ſpeak_of 
it under the Notion of a real Fire, and, as the Turn of Wit 
requires, make the ſame Mord iu the ſame Sentence ſtand for 
either of the Ideas that is annex'd to it. When Ovid's Apollo 
falls in Love he burns with a new Flame; when the Sea- 
Nymphs langui ſb with this Paſſion, they kindle in the Mater; 
the Greek Epigrammatiſt fell in Love with one that flung 4 
Snow-Ball at him, and therefore takes occaſion to admire how 
Fire could be thus conceal d in Snow. In ſhort, when ever the Poet 
feels any thing in this Love that reſembles ſomething in Fire, 
he carries on this Agreement into a kind of Allegory; but if; 
as in the preceeding Inſtances, he finds any — 2 in his 
Love contrary to the Nature of Fire, he calls his Love a Fire, 


and 
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and by joining this Circumſtance to it ſurpriſes his Reader with a 
ſeeming Contradittion. I ſhould not have dwelt ſo long on this 
Inſtance, had it not been ſo frequent in Ovid, who is the 
greateſt Admirer of this mix'd Wit of all the Ancients, as our 
Cowley is among the Moderns. Homer, Virgil, Horace, and 
the greateſt Poets ſcorn d it, as indeed it is only fit for Epigram 
and little Copies of Verſes; one would wonder therefore how 
fo ſublime 4 Genius as Milton could ſometimes fall into it, in 
ſuch a Work, as an Epic Poem. But we muſt attribute it to 
his humouring the vicious Taſte of the Age he liv'd in, and the 
falſe Fudgment of our unlearned Engli 5 Readers in general, 
h have few of them a Reliſh of the more Maſculine and 
- Noble Beanties of Poetry. | 
An. Ut 
Ovid ſeems particularly pleasd with the Subject of this Sto- 
75% but has notorionſly fallen into a Fault he is often tax d 
with, of not knowing when he has ſaid enough, by his endea- 
wouring to excel. How he has turn'd and twiſted that one 
Thought of Narciflus's being the Perſon belov d, and the 
Lover too? | 5 
Cunctaque miratur; quibus eſt mirabilis ipſe, 
4 Qui probat, ipſe probatur. 
Dumque petit petitur, pariterque incendit & ardet. 
Atque oculos idem qui decipit incitat error. 
1 Perque oculos perit ipſe ſuos· ?“ 
UVDror amore mei flammas moveoque feroque, ec. 
l But we cant meet with a better Inſtance of the Extravagance 
and Wantonneſs of Ovid's Fancy, than in that particular Cir- 
cumſtance at the end of the Story bf Narciſſus's gazing on his 
Face after Death in the Stygian Waters. The Deſign was ve- 
ry bold, of making a Lad fall in Love with ' himſelf here on 
Earth, but to torture him with the ſame Paſſion after Death, 
and not to let his Ghoſt reſt in quiet, was intolerably cruel and 
uncharitable. 8 
But as within, c.] Dumque ſitim ſedare cupit ſitis altera 
cre vit. 
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crevit. We have here a touch by that mix'd Wit I have be- 
fore ſpoken of, but I think the meaſure of Pun in it out- 
weighs the true Wit; for if we expreſs the Thought in other 
Words the Turn is almoſt loſt. This Paſſage of Narciſſus pro- 
bably gave Milton the Hint of applying it to Eve, tho I think. 
her Surprise at the ſight of her own Face in the Water, far 
more juſt and natural than this of Narciſſus. She was a raw 
wnexperienc'd Being, juſt created, and therefore might eaſily be 
ſubject to the Deluſion; but Narciſſus had been in the World ſixteen 
Tears, was Brother and Son to the Water-Nymphs, and there- 
fore to be ſupposd converſant with Fountains long before this 
Fatal Miſtake. 

You Trees, ſays he, &c.] Ovid is very juſtly celebrated 
for the paſſionate Speeches of his Poem. They have generally © 
abundance of Nature in them, but I leave it to better Fudg- 
ments to conſider whether they are not often tod witty and tos 
| tedious. The Poet never cares for ſmothering a good Thought 
that comes in his way, and never thinks he can draw Tears e- 
wough from his Reader, by which means our Grief is either 
diverted or ſpent before we come to his Concluſion ; for we 
can't at the ſame time be delighted with the Wit of the Poet, 
and concern'd for the Perſon that ſpeaks it; and a great Critick. 
has admirably well obſeryd, Lamentationes debent eſſe breves 
& conciſæ, nam Lachrymæ ſubitò excreſcit, & difficile eſt 
Auditorem vel Lectorem in ſummo animi affectu diu tenere. 
Would any one in Narciſſus's Condition have cryd out Ino- 
pem me Copia fecit? Or can any thing be more unnatural than 
to turn off from his Sorrows ; the ſake of a pretty Reflection? 

O utinam noſtro ſecedere corpore poſlem! —- _ 

Votum in Amante norum; vellem, quod amamus, abeſſet. 
None, 1 ſuppoſe, can be much griev'd for one that is ſo witty 
on his own Affiiftions. But I think we may every where ob- 
ſerve in Ovid, that he employs his Invention more than his 
Judgment, and ſpeaks all the Ingenious things that can be ſaid 
on the Subject, rather than thoſe which are particularly proper 
ro the Perſon and Circumſtances of the Speaker, 
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F A B. VII. 


When Pentheus thus.] There is à great deal of Spirit and 
Fire in this Speech of Pentheus, but JI believe none beſides O- 
vid would have thought of the Transformation of the Serpents 
Teeth for an Incitement to the Theban's Courage, when he de- 

es em not to degenerate from their great Fore-father the 
Dragon, and draws a Parallel between the Behaviour of em bath, 
E:ſte, precor memores, qua ſitis ſtirpe creati, | 
Illiuſque animos, qui multos perdidit unus, 
Sumite ſerpentis: pro fontibus ille, lacuque 
Interiit, at vos pro fama vincite veſtra. 
Ille dedit Letho fortes, vos pellite molles, 
Et patrium revocate Decus. | 


FAB. vo. 
The Story of Acetes has abundance of Nature in all the parts 


of it, as well in the Deſcription of his own Parentage and Em- 
ment, as in that of the Sailor's Characters and Manners, 


But the ſhort Speeches ſcatter d up and down in it, which make 
the Latin very natural, can't appear ſo well in our Language, 
which is much more ſtubborn and unpliant, and therefore are 
but as ſo many Rubs in the Story, that are ſtill turning the 
Narration out of its proper Courſe. The Transformation at the 


Latter end is wonderfully beautiful. 
RA B. KX 


Ovid has to very goed Similes on Pentheus, 2vhere he 
compares him to a River in a former Story, and to a Har- 
Horſe in the preſent. | 2 
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HE Scepticks think *twas long ago.. 

Since Gods came down Incognito... ||... // 
To ſee who were their Friends or Foes, ,-,, ,, -. 4 W 
And how our Actions fell or roſe: 1 E 1 AY {4 
That ſince they gave Things their Beginning, SHE 
And ſet this Whirligig a Spinning 
Supine they in their Heav'n remain, ALA ed v4 
Exempt from Pleaſure as from Pain E cid in 53h 
And frankly leave us Human Elves, bak, 
To cut and ſhufe for our ſelves 3 U N tr 
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To ſtand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 

As Matter and as Motion jumble. 


The Poets now, and Painters, hold 
This Theſis dangerous and bold: 
And your good-natur'd Gods, they ſay, ; 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a Day. 

Elſe all theſe Things we toil ſo hard in 
Would not avail one ſingle F arthin 8 
For when the Hero we rehearſe, wi 
To grace his Actions, and our Verſe, 
Lis not by dint of Human Thought 
J. That to his Latium he is brought: 
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tris deſcends, by Fate's Commands, 

Th guide his Steps through Forcign Lands; 
And Amphitrite clears his Way, 
From Rocks and Quick-ſands in the Sea. 
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And if you ſee him in a Sketch, 

Tho? drawn by Paulo or Carache, 

He fhows not half his Force and Strength, 
Strutting in Armour, and at Length; a 
That He may make his proper Figure, 

The Piece muſt yet be four Yards bigger; 
The Nymphs conduct him to the Field, 
One holds his Sword, and one his Shield; 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his Quarrel, 


And Fame flies after with a Lawrel. 


Theſe Points, I ſay, of Speculation, 
As *twere to ſave or fink the Nation, 
Men idly learned will diſpate, 

Aſſert, object, confirm, refute; 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal Arms ſuſtains the Fight, 


Oo 2 Till 
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*Till now no Medium can agree em; 
So both draw off, and ſing Te Deum | 


Is it in Equilibrio 
If Deities deſcend or no? 
Then let th Affirmative prevail, 
As requiſite to form my Tale; 
For by all Parties tis confeſt, * »: 
That thoſe Opinions are the beſt, 
Which in their Nature moft conduce 
To preſent Ends, and private Uſe. 

Two Gods | came, therefore, ä — _—_ 
One Mercury, the other Joe. 
The Humour was, it ſeems, to ow 
If all the Favours they beſtow · i 
vn Perverſneſs at us, | 
And if our With injoy'd might pleaſe us. 
WT 0 Diſcourſing 


Cou'd from our 
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Diſcourſing largely on this Theme, 
O'er Hills and Dales their Godſhips came; 
Till well nigh tir'd at almoſt Night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 


» 
© 
# 


Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
That in Diſguiſe a God or Goddeſs _ ; 
Exerts no ſupernatural Powers, 


But acts on Maxims much like Ours. 


They ſpy'd, at laſt, a Country Farm, 
Where all was ſnug, and ** and warm; 
For Hills before, and Woods behind, 
Secur d it both from Rain and Wind; 

Fat Oxen in the Fields were lowing, 

Good Grain was ſow'd, good Fruit was growing: 
Of laſt Year's Corn in Barns great Store. 
Fat Turkeys gobbling at the Door, 5 


. 


O0 3 And it 
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And Wealth, in ſhort, with Peace conſented, 
That People here ſhould live contented: {4 
But did they in Effect do ſo? 

Have Patience, Friend, and thou ſhalt know. 


The honeſt Farmer and his Wife 
To Years declin'd, from Prime of Life, 
Had ftruggld with the Marriage Nooſe, 
As almoſt ev'ry Couple does: 
Sometimes, My Plague ; ſometimes, My Darling; 
Kiſſing to Day, to Morrow ſnarling: 
Jointly ſubmirting to endure 
That Evil which admits no Cure, 


Our Gods the outward Gate inbair's; 
Our Farmer met em in the Yard, 
Thought they were Folks that loſt their Way, 
And ask'd them civilly to ſtay ; 
24 55 Tald 
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Told em, for Supper, or for Bed, 


They might go on, and be worſe ſped . 


So ſaid, ſo done, the Gods conſent; 

All three into the Parlour went, 

They complement, they ſit, they chat, 
Fight o'er the Wars, reform the State; 
A thouſand knotty Points they clear, 
Till Supper and my Wife appear. 

Zove made his Leg, and kiſs'd the Dame; 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 

Jove kiſs'd the Farmer's Wife, you ſay; 


lie did but in an honeſt way: 


Oh! not with half that Warmth and Life 


With which he kiſs'd Amphitryon's Wife. 
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Well then, Things handſomly were ſery'd; 


My Miftrefs for, the Strangers carv' d. 


Oo 4 


How 
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How ſtrong the Beer, How good the Meat, 
| How loud they laught, how much they eat, 
Wou'd gloriouſſy in Verſe appear, 
Yet ſhall be paſs'd in Silence here, 


For I ſhould grieve to have it ſaid, 
That, by a fine Deſcription led, 

I made my Epic very long, 
Or tyr'd my Friend, to grace my Song. 


The Grace- Cup ſerv'd, the Cloth away, 
Jove thought it time to ſhow his Play; 
Landlord and Landlady, he cry'd, 

Folly and Jeſting laid aſide, 
That Ye thus hoſpitably live, 
And Strangers with good Chear receive, 


Is mighty grateful to your Betters, 
And makes ev'n Gods themſelves your Debtors. 


To 


of MISCELLANY POEMS, Gor 
To give this Theſis plainer Proof, | 
' You have, to Night, beneath your Roof 1:46 BY 
A Pair of Gods; — nay, never wonder; 
This Youth can Fly, and I can Thunder. 
I'm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My Page, my Son indeed, but ſpurious. 
Form then three Wiſhes, you and Madam, 
And ſure as you already had 'em, 
The Things deſir'd in half an Hour 
Shall all be here, and in your Pow'r. 


Thank Ye, great Gods, the Woman fays, 
Oh! may your Altars ever blaze. SLY | 
A Ladle for our Silver Diſh 
Is what J want, and what I wiſh —— 

A Ladle, cries the Man, a Ladle, 

Odzooks, Coriſca, you have pray'd ill; 


, 
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What ſhould be Great you turn to Farce, 
I wiſh the Ladle in your A 
With equal Grief and Shame, my Muſe, 
The ſequel of the Tale purſues : 

The Ladle fell into the Room, 

And ſtuck in old Cori/ca's Bum: 

Our Couple weep two Wiſhes paſt, 

And kindly join to form the laſt, 


To caſe the Woman's awkward Pain, 


And get the Ladle out again. 


M O 1 


H I S' Commoner has Marth and Parts, | 

I prais'd for Arms, or lov'd for Arts; 

His Head achs Vor 4 Coronet, ; 
And who is bleſs'd that is not Great? 

Some Parts, and more Eftate, kind Heau'n 

To this well-lotted Peer has givn; 

l What L 
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What then? He muſt have Rule and Sway, 
And all is wrong till he's in Play. 
The Miſer muſt make up his Plumb, © 
And dare not touch the gotten Sum. 
The ſickly Dotard wants a Wife, 
To draw off his laſt Dregs of Life. 


Againſt our Peace we Arm our Will, 
Amidſt our Plenty, Something till 
For Horſes, Houſes, Pictures, Planting, 
To Thee, to Me, to Him is wanting. 
That cruel 8 omethin g unpoſſeſs'd 
Corrodes and levens all the reſt. 
That Something if we could obtain, 
Would ſoon create a future Pain: 

And to the Coffin from the Cradle, 
Tics all a Wiſh, and all a Ladle. 


\a 2 - * 
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AOTHOR 


PAS T O R A L, 


Printed, Page 378. 


Y Htvia, if thy charming Self be meant, 


If Friendſhip be thy Virgin Vows extent, 
Oh! let me in Corinna's Praiſes join; 

Hers my Eſtcem ſhall be, my Paſſion thine: 
When for thy Head the Garland I prepare, 


A ſecond Wreath ſhall bind Cor inna's Hair; 


And when my choiceſt Songs thy Worth proclaim, 
Alternate Verſe ſhall bleſs Coninne's Name; | 
My Heart ſhall own the Juſtice of her Cauſe, 
And Loye himſelf ſubmit to Friendſhip's Laws. 
4 But 
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But if beneath thy Number's ſoft Diſguiſe, 
Some fayour'd Swain, ſome true Alexis lyes, 
If AmdryUis breatlies thy ſecret Pans. 
And thy fond Heart beat Meaſure to thy Strains, 
May'ſt thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The Flame propitious, and the Lover kind: 
May Crtherea make her Conqueſt ſure, 
And let thy Beauty like thy Verſe endure. 
May ev'ry God his friendly Aid afford, _' 
Pan guard thy Flock, and Ceres bleſs thy Board. 


Yet, if amidſt the Serics of theſe We ba 
One ſad Reflection ſhould by chance ariſe, 
Give it, in Pity, to the wretched Swain, | 
Who loving much, who not beloy'd again, 
F elt an ill-fated Paſſion's laſt Exceſs, | 


Diſpu- 


And dy'd in Woe; that thou might ſt live in * : 
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Diſputing with a Lap Y, 


Who left me in the 
A R G UM E NT. 


NPARE, gen'rous Victor, ſpare the Slave 
” Who did unequal War purſue, 


That more than Triumph he might have 


In being overcome by you. 


In the Diſpute what cer I faid, 

My Heart was by my Tongue bely'd, 
And in my Looks you might have read, 

| How much I argu'd on your Side. 


You 
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You, far from Danger as from Fear, 
Might have ſuſtain'd an open F ** 
For ſeldom your Opinions err, 


Your Eyes are always i in the right. 


Why, Fair One, would you not rely ; 
On Force thus formidably join'd? 
Could I their Preyalence deny, 
I muſt at once be Deaf and Blind. 


But quicker Arts of Death you uſe, 


Traverſe your Ground to gain the Field, 
And, whilſt my Argument purſues, } 
With ſudden Silence bid me yield. 


So when the Parthian turn'd his Steed, 
And from the Hoſtile Camp withdrew, 

He backward ſent the Fatal Reed ; 
Secure of Conqueſt as he flew. Daunted, ö 
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Daunted, I dropt my uſeleſs Arms, 


When you no longer deign'd to Fight, 
Then Triumph deck'd in all its Charms, 
Appęear'd leſs beautiful than F light. 


Ob! trace again the Hoſtile ain 


| My Troops were wounded in the War, | 
| But whilſt this fiercer Silence reigns | a 
They ſuffer, famiſh'd by Deſpair... 


Capricious Author of my Smart, 
Let War enſue, or Silence ceaſe, 
- Unleſs you find my Coward Heart 
Is yielding to a ſeparate Peace. 


of MISCELLANT POBMS. 609 | 


DE L8 


Paſtoral Ecogie; 


Lamenting the DE A T H of 


Mrs. 7 E MPEST, 


Who dy d _ the Day of the Late Storm. 


ON ights 
JE, gentle Swains ! who paſs your Days and 


In Love's ſincere and innocent Delights! 
Ye, tender Virgins who. with Pride diſplay 
Your Beauty's Splendor, and extend your Sway! : 
3 with me! with me your Sorrows join! 
And mingle your united Tears with mine 

Pp Dielia, 
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| Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore ! 
| Delia, the Queen of Beauty, now no more ! 


Begin, my Muſe! begin your mournful Strains! | 
Tell the ſad Tale through all the Hills and Plains 
3 Tell it through ev'ry Lawn, and ey'ry Grove! 
Where Flocks can wander, or where Shepherds rove ! , 
Bid neighb'ring Rivers tell the diſtant Sea, 
And Winds from Pole to Pole the News convey! 
Delia, the Queen of Love, let all deplore 4 
Delia, the Queen of Beauty's now no more ! 


I Is done, and all obey the mournful Muſe! 
3 See, Hills,andPlains,and Winds have heard the News! 
The foaming Sea o'erwhelms the frighten'd Shoar, 


The Vallies tremble, and the Mountains roar. 
See Lofty Oaks from firm Foundations torn, 
And Stately Tow'rs in Heaps of Ruin mourn! | 
Ll. The 
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The gentle Thames, that rarely Paſſion knows, 
Swells with this So and her Banks 0 'reflows: 


What Shrieks are heard? what Groans? what dying . 
(Cries: ? 
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Ev'n Naturc's ſelf in dire Convulſion lyes! 
Dclia, the Queen of Love, they all deplore ! © 


Delia, he Queen of Beauty's not 10 more ! 


GR 


Oh! why did I ſurvive the Fatal Day, 
That ſnatch'd the Joys of all my Life away? 
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Why was not I beneath ſome Ruin loſt? 

Sunk in the Seas, or Shipwreck'd on the Coaſt? 
Why did the Fates ſpare this devoted Head? 
Why did live to hear that thou wert dead? 


r 


By thee my Griefs were calm'd, my Torments eas'd ; 

Nor knew I Pleaſure, but as thou wert pleas'd. 

Where ſhall I wander now, diſtreſs'd, alone? 
What uſe have I of Life, now thou art gone? 


Pp 2 
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3 I have no uſe, alas! but to deplore 


* Delia, the Pride of Beauty, now no more. 


"What livin g Nymph is bleſs'd with equal Grace? 


All may diſpute, but who can fill thy Place? 
What Lover in his Miſtreſs hopes to find 
A Form ſo lovely, with ſo bright a Mind? 


Doris may boaſt a Face divinely Fair, 


But wants thy Shape, thy Motions, and thy Air. 


Lucinda has thy Shape, but not thoſe Eyes, 


That while they did th admiring World furprize, 
Diſclos'd the ſecret Luſtre of thy Mind, 
And ſeem'd each Lover's inmoſt Thoughts to find. 


Others, whoſe Beauty yielding Swains confeſs, 


By Indiſcretion make their Conqueſt leſs, 


And want thy Conduct and obliging Wit, 


Jo fix thoſe Slaves who to their Charms ſubmit, 


As 
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As ſome Rich Tyrant hoards an uſeleſs Store, 
That wou'd, well plac'd, enrich a thouſand more: 
So didft thou keep a Crowd of Charms retir'd, 1 
Wou'd make a thouſand other Nymphs admir'd. 
Gay, madeſt, artleſs, beautiful, and vida 
Slow to reſolve, in Reſolution ſtrong, 

To all obliging, yet reſerv'd to all, 

None cou'd himſelf the fayour'd Lover call; 
That which alone cou'd make his Hopes endure, | 
Was, that he ſaw no other Swain ſecure. 
Whither, ah! whither are thoſe Graces fled? 
Down to the dark, the melancholy Shade? 
Now, Shepherds, now lament ! and now deplore ! 


Delia i dead, and Beauty is no more ! 


For thee cach tuneful Swain prepar'd his Lays, 
His Fame exalting, while he ſung thy Praiſe. 


Pp3 Thyrhe, | 
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Thyrfrs, in gay and caſte Meaſures, ſtrove 

| Foicharm thy Ears, and tune thy Soul to Love: 

| I Menalcas, in his N ba more ſublime, 

4 Extoll'd thy Virtues in Immortal Rime. 

Glycon, whoſe Satyr kept the World i in Aw, 
Softning his. Strain, when firſt chy Charms he ſaw; | 
| Confeſs*d the Goddeſs that new- form'd his Mind, 
I Proclaim'd thy Beauties, and forgot Mankind. 
Ceaſe, Shepherds, ceaſeʒ the Charms you ſung are fled! 
| The Glory of our Blaſted Iſle is dead! es 
I Noce join your Griefs with mine! and now deplore 


Delia, he Pride of Beauty, now no more! 


Behold where now She Iyes, depriv'd of Breath ! 
. Charming tho pale, and beautiful in Death! 


A Troop of weeping Virgins by her Side; 
With all the Pomp of Woe, and Sorrow's Pride ! 


ST. 
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Oh, early loſt Oh, fitter to be led 

In cheerful Splendor to the Bridal Bed! 

Than thus conducted to th untimely Tomb, 

A ſpotleſs Virgin, in her Beauty's Bloom! 
Whatever Hopes ſuperior Merit gave, 

Let me, at leaſt, embrace thee in the Grave; 4 
On thy cold Lips imprint a dying Kiſs: 

Oh! that thy Coyneſs cou'd refuſe me this! 

Such melting Tears upon thy Limbs III pour, 
Shall thaw their N umbneſs, and thy Warmth ceſforeh » 0 
Claſp'd to my glowing Breaſt, thou may'ſt roving f 
PII breathe ſuch tender Sighs ſhall make thee live.” 

Or if ſeverer Fates that Aid deny, 

if thou canſt not revive, yet J may die. 7 

In one cold Grave together may be laid 

The Trueſt Lover, and the Lovelieſt Maid. 
Then 2 J ceaſe to grieve, and not before; $10 f | 
Then ſhall I ceaſe fair Deli ia to deplore. 
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But ſee, thoſe dreadful Objects diſappear ! 


The Sun ſhines out, and all the Heav'ns are clear: 


The warring Winds are huſht, the Sea's ſerene; 


| And N ature ſoften'd ſhifts her angry Scene. 
What means this ſudden Change? Methinks L hear 
Melodious Muſick from the Heav'nly Sphere! 

3 Liſten, ye Shepherds, and dene the Sound! 

| Liſten! The Saint, the Lovely Saint is Crown'd! 
While we, miſtzken in our Joy and Grief, 


＋ : | 2 
Bewail her Fate, who wants not our Relief: 


From the pleas'd Orbs ſhe views us here below, 


And with kind Pity wonders at our Woe. 


Ab, Charming Saint! ſince thou art Bleſs'd above, 


- Indulge thy Lovers, and forgive their Love. 


Y 


Forgive their Tears; who, preſsd with Grief and Care, 
Feel not thy Joys, but feel their own Deſpair ! 


— 
832 5» . 


a 


T A B L E 


To the foregoing 


POE M 8 
A 


Letter from Italy 0 the Right Honourable 
Charles Lord Hallifax. By Mr. 2 
Addiſon. age 1 


The Rape of the Sabines, from Ovid. Hy Mr. Dry- | 


den. 
On the Death of Amyntas, 4 Paſtoral Ela; B 
the ſame Hand. _—_ 
__ Ovid's Amours. Book 1. Elegy 1 * the Jang * 
| Ovid's Amours. Book. 1. Elegy * * the fame 
Hand. | 24 
On the Death of a very Joung Gentleman. By 4 
ſame Hand. 
7 8 


A TABLE 


| Th he Mecting of Bacchus with Ariadne. Out of O- 
vid. By the ſame Hand. 34 
To my l Friend Doctor Charleton, on his 
| Learned and Uſeful Works ; but more particularly 
His Treatiſe of Stone-Heng, by him reſtor'd to the 
true Founders. By the ſame Hand. 27 
Spoken to his Royal Highneſs the Duke of York, at 
the Theatre in Edenbu {7 Written & the Right 


. Honourable the Earl of Roſcomon. 41 
The Story of Phaeton, beginning the Second Book of 
Ovid's Mcramorphoſes. Ti Tents by Mr. Joſeph 
Addiſon. 45 
Udon the Death of the Earl of Dundee. By 
Mr. Dryden. | 
The Rapture. 7 | 
Europa's Rape : T1 ranſlated From Ovid. 5 Mr. - 
ſeph Addiſon. 87 


Ti be Speeches of Brutus and Cato. 7 ranſlated from 
© Lucan. Lib. 2. Lin. 234. By Mr. Rowe. 93 
mitten in a Blank Leaf of Mr. Waller Poems, 
in the Gallery at Altrop, having there ſeen the 
Lady Sunderland's Picture by Vandike. 102 
Verſes ſent to Doctor Garth in his Uhneſs. By 


Ar. Granvill =» 103 
Stanza's. „Fd 
Upon an Accidental airing 5 / 
Milton's Stile imitated, in a Tranſlation of a Story 

out of the Third Aneid. 'By Mr. Joſeph Ad- 

diſon. 109 
T, oa Lady. By Mr. Charles Hopkins. 118 
To the l By the Je Hand. 21 


Woman 


1 


A A A 


Woman All in All 4: IPL 125 
7 Love; after a long Tndifference. * 135 
On the Death of the Marquiſs of Blandford: 
Prologue ſpoken at the Muſick ſubſcrit'd to by the 
Quality of England. 139 
The Story of Medea and Jaton, beginning the de- 
venth Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 7 * 
ted by Mr. Tate. 
The Enquiry of Venus after Cupid. From the: 
Greek of Moſchus. I50 
To her Royal Highneſs the Dutcheſs of York, on 
the Sea Victory gain'd by the Duke, June 3. 1665. 
And on her Fourney afterwards into the North. 
By A. Dryden. _ 
Oe ; in the Spring, to the returning Sun. 158 
The Story of Ants chang d to Men; from the oth 
Book 7 Ovid's Mertan: orphoſes. By Ar. Stone-. 


ier 162 
To Dr. Gibbons. By Mr. Charles Hopkins. 175 
To Mr. Congreve. By the ſame Hand. 179 
The Lady's Song. By Mr. Dryden. 1 
An Epiſtle from Mr. Charles Hopkins to Mr. Yal- 

den in Oxon. _ I 84 


Dae on the Death of the Marquiſs of Blandford. 189 © 
A Thought upon Human Life. Rr from 


Simonides. By Mr. Tate. 192 
The Viſion. By Mrs. Singer. 195 | 
Upon young _ Rogers of Gloceſterſhire. „„ 

or = 198 
The thir ork of Anacreon 7ranflated. 9, 199 


Toa Lach that del, gd going toa F. ortune- teller. 202 


5 A TA BI. KL 
Charity ; a Paraphra 2 on the thirteenth Chapter of 


the firſt Epiſtle to the Corinthians. 205 
Adriani Morientis ad Animam. 210 
——Sþy Manſieur Fontinelle. ibid. 

-Tranſlated. 211 


To a Child of Quality of Five Tears old, the Au- 
thor ſuppos'd Forty. By the ſame Hand. 212 


© The Lady's Looking-Glaſs, in Imitation of a Greek 


Jaythum. By the ſame Hand. 215 
To a Boy playing with his Cat. By the r 
Hand. 218 
Song. By the ſame Hand 220 
Monſieur de la Fontain's Hans Carvel Imitated. 
221 
The deſpairing Shepherd, a Paſtoral. By the ſame 
Hand. BUR 
Celia to Damon. By the ſame Hand. 234 
| To a young Gentleman in Love: A 7. ale. 242 
The Wedding Night. 247 
Cleora. By the Honourable Mr George Granvill. 
248 
An Apology for an unſcaſonable Surprize. By the 
© ſame Hand. 253 
Þ Myra. By the ſame Hand. : 255 
A Song. Written by Mr. Dryden. 263 
Song. By the ſume Hand. 265 


The Priſoner in the Tower to the Lady M. C. 267 
Ty the Honourable Mr. E. H. on his Poems. By my 
Lord Buckhurſt. _—_— 
7 9 Sir Thomas S. Serfe, on the Printing his Play 


call Tarugo's Wiles. By the * Hand. 2 72 
8 | bi- 


A T AB I. E. ; 
Epilogue to Tartuff. By the ſame Hand. 2 


74 
Epilogue upon the Reviving of Ben. Johnſon's Play, 
calld, Every Man in his Humour. By the ſame 
Hand. 


| 277 
Knotting. By the ſame Hand. (FA 281 


A Song to Chloris, from the blind Archer. = the | 


ſame Hand. 


28 
; A Song. Written ſome time ſince. | 1 | 
| Jong. | | 28 7 
On Tyburn. 288 


1 Written by a Perſon ed Honour. 289 
An Epitaph. 85 292 
To Phillis: 4 Song. 294, 
A Prologue ſpoken at the Opening of the Duke ne 
Play-Houſe in Dorſet- Garden. 296 


A Song. | | No 299 
A Song. 301 
Epilog He. | 303 


Upon four New Ph PW repairing to Tunbridge 
Wells. Written unn Tears ſmce. 


314 


305 
A Song. 309 
Song. 
Song. 1 
A Song. 
A Receipt to make an Oat- meal Pudding. 315 
A Receipt to make a Sack-Poſſet. ' 16 
Upon a Giant's Angling, © ibid. 
Song. N 3 | 317 
To Strephon. . i 
Lycon. Eclogue. 319 
he Deſpairing Lover. | 


317 


* # 


1 TABLE 


"Uſer the 7 ech * the Ka Penitent. 328 
Jong. 330 
Song. "ME 
To a Lady; ſent her with Mr. Granvill's Play, 
_calPd, Heroic Love. 233 


Epitaph on a young Gentleman ** d for Love 


of a marry'd Lady. By the ſame Hand. 335 
Taſlo's Jeruſalem, Book 4. Engliſh'd by Mrs. Eliz. 

Singer. 337 
To a Lady more Cruel than Fair. 345 
A Fable of a Council held by the Rats. 347 
From Anacreon. 350 
From Ovid. | | 351 
A Hue and Cry after Fair ADA, | By Mr. Con- | 
greve, 353 
Sang. By the ſame Hand. 355 
Song. By the ſame Hand. 336 
Song ant Dialogue for tus Women, By the ſame 

Ha 5 
Song. By the ſume Hand. VEE — 
Song. By the ſame Hand. . 23060 
Song. 55 the ſame Hand. 361 
Song. By the ſame Hand. 362 
Lesbia. By the ſame Hand. 363 


Nalæue to the Princeſs. Spoken by Mrs. Brace bee 
dle. By the ſame Hand. | 364 
V. erſes ſacred to the Memory of Grace Lady Gethin, 
. occaſion'd by reading her Book, intitled, —— 
Gethinianæ. By the ſame Hand. 366 


en upon Robert 1 of Stanton Har- 
Court, 


— 


A T ABE. 1 
court, E/; and Robert his Son.” By the ſame | 
Hand. 369 fi 


On the Creation. By Mrs. Eliz. Singer. 371 
A Paſtoral Inſcrib'd to the H. onourable Mrs. 
By the ſame Hand. 378 


1 Praiſe ſe of Memory, Inſcrib'd to the Honourable 
the Lady Worſely. By the ſame Hand. 383 
An Imitation of a Paſtoral of Mrs. Killegrew's. By 

the ſame: Hand. 386 

The Story of Cephalus and Procris, being the Ending 
E the 7th Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 389 
The Co Written by the Right A the 


Earle, Mulgrave. | 40t | 
The Recovery. By the ſame Hand. 403 
The Relapſe. By the ſame Hand. | 49 
An Ode on Mr. Henry Purcell's Deatbd. 407 
Song. By the ſame Hand. 410 
' To a Coquet * By the ſame Hand. 412 
Brutus. By Mr. Cowley. 415 
An Ode on Brutus | 421 
| Ovid Metam. Lib. 10. | 432 
Dye Story of Myrrha and Cinyras. 438 
| Deſcription of the Palace of Sleep; from the 11756 

Bool of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 54 
Type Firſt Book of Homer's Iliads 7 ranſlated rom 
The Greek... | 4.56 


A Deſtription of the enchanted Palace and Garden | 


of Armida, whither two Knights from the Chri- 


tian Camp were come in ſearch of Rinaldo. En- 

gliſh'd from Taſlo's Jeruſalem, Book the 6th, by 
bs. Eliz. Singer. 755 - 
| 7 


A T. A B 1. E. ü 
7 he Moſaic Story of the Creation: By John H an- 


bury, Eq: 

The Ware Hp Nature. By the ſame Hond, pe 

The falſe Morning. | 508 

The Third Book of Ovid's Metamorphoſes. By 
Mr. Joſeph Addiſon. Wh 509 

To the Author of the Parma Printed. Page. 

378. 60 

Diſputing with a Lady, who beft me in the hw 

ment. 606 


Delia. 4 Paſtoral Eclogue ; lamenting the Death 
of Mrs. Tempeſt, who ad upon the Day of the 
Late Storm. | | 60g 


. T7 f | 
BRITAX: 


